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All their recruiting Arts were needful here, 


fer one Helen's artful, vicious Charms, 
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PROLOGUE. 


N ancient Times when Helen's fatal! Charms 
Rouz'd the contending Univerſe to Arms, 
The Gracian Council happily deputes 
The /ly Ulyſſes forth——to raiſe Recruits. 
The artful Captain found, without Delay, 
Where great Achilles, a Deſerter lay. 
Him Fate had wvarn'd to ſhun thr Trojan Blows ; 
Him Greece requir'd——againft their Trojan Foes, 


To raiſe this great, this tim'rous Volunteer. 
Ulyſſes well could talk—bhe ſtirs, he wvarms | 
The warlike Youth — He liſtens to the Charms 
Of Plunaerr, fine lac d Cents, and ylitt'ring Arms; a 
Ulyſſes caught the young aſpiring Boy, 
And lifted him <uho wrought the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was hi Heftor ſlain : 
Recruiting thus fair Helen did regain. 
If for one Helen ſuch prodigious Things 
Were ated, that they even-lifled Kings ; 
Half the tranſported World was found in Arms ; 
What for ſo many Helens may we dare, | 
Whoſe Minds as well as Faces are fo fair? 
Tf by one Helen's Eyes, Old Greece could find 
Its Homer fir'd to vurite, &v'n Homer blind; 
The Britons ſure beyond compare may write, 
That view ſo many Helens ev'ry Night. 
). 
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LL Ladies and Gentlemen, that are willing to ſee 
the Comedy, call'd the Recruiting Officer, let them 

repair To-Morrow Night, by Six o'Clock, to the Sign 
of the Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane, and they ſhall be 
kindly entertain d. IAR MA AU 
We ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 
hole Europe now obeys the Call of Dram. 
The Soldier, not the Poet, here 2 
And beats up for a Corps of Volunteers: _ 
He finds that Mufick chiefly does delight ye, 
And therefore chuſes Muſick to invite ye. © 

Beat the Grenadier March—Row, row, tow,-Gen- 
tlemen, this Piece of Muſick, call'd, 4= Overture to a 
Battle, was compos'd by a famous Haan Maſter, ant 
was perform'd with wonderful Succeſs, atthe grent Opera's 
of Vigo, Schellenbergh, and Blenheim; it came off with the 
Applauſe of all Europe, excepting France ; the French 
found it a little too rough for their Deficateſ7. | 
Some that have afted on thoſe glorious Stager, © 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 

That no Mufick like the Grenadiers en ages, - 

Ladies, we muſt own, that this Muſick of oprs is not 
altogether ſo ſoft as Bononcini's ; yet we dare affirm, that 
it has laid more People afleep than all the Camilla“ in the 
World; and you'll condeſcend to own, that it keeps one 
awake, better than any Opera that ever was ated, 

The Grenadier March ſeems to be a Compoſure ex- 
cellently adapted to the Gezizs of the Exglis, for no 
Muſick was ever follow'd ſo far by us, nor with ſo 
much Alacrity; and with all Deference to the preſent 
Subſcription, we muſt ſay, that the Grenadier March 
has been ſabſc-ibed for by the whole Grand Alliance: 
And we preſume to inform the Ladies, that it always 
has the Pre-eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard 
by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole Army. In 
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IL 6 
Mort, to ;w gag the preſent Taſte, our Author is now 
adapting ſo me Words to the Grenadier March, which he 
intends to have perform'd To-morrow, if the Lady, who 
is to ſing it, ſhould not happen to be ſick. 
This Be concludes to þ the jureff . ay 6 
Fo draw yout bitht+ 5 for you'll all obey | [ 
oof Weſt . * the you /oou 'd id his Play. 


"DRAMATIS PERSON 2, 


At Covent GARDEN, 1764. 


M E. N. 
Mr. Balance, Mr. Sparks. 
Mr. Scale, Three Jaſtices. Mr. Redman. 
Mr. Scruple, Mr. Wignell, 


Mr. Worthy, Dee of Shroßſbire. Mr. Hull. 
Capt, Plume, N Two Recruiting F Mr. Smith. 


Capt. Brazen, (. Officers. Mr. Woodward. 

Kite, Serjeant to Plume. Mr. Ander/ox. 

Bullock, a Country Clown, Mr. Dunftall, 

Coflar Pear- main , Mr. Buck. 

Tho. Appli- Tree, f I'w0- r } Mr. Co/tolls. 

WOMEN. 

WN a Lady of Fortune. Mrs. Dyer. 

Sylvia, Daughter to Ws: 
in Love with Plume | REN IRIS. 

, Melinda's Maid. Mrs. Pite. 
Roje, a Country Wench. - Miſs Davies. 


Conſtable, Recruits, Mob, Se.vants, and Attendants. 
SCENE, SHREWSBURY. 


THE 


EB 
RECRUITING OFFICER. 


— 
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ACT I. 


SCENE, The Market Place Drum beats 
the Grenadier March. 
Enter Serjeant Kite, followed by Thomas Apple-Tree, 
Coſtar Pear-main, and the Mob. 
Kite, & F any Gentlemen Soldiers, or 
making Fee others, have a Mind to ſerve his 
Speech, 55 8 Majeſty, and pull down the 
| French King: If any *Prentices 


"ur, 


A. 7 e 
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have ſevere Maſters, any Chil- 
| dren have undutiful Parents : If 
:ny Servant have too little Wages, or any Huſband too 
much Wife: Let them repair to the noble Serjeant Kite, 
at the Sign of the Rawer, in this good Town of Shrex/- 


bury, and they ſhall receive preſent Relief and Enter- 
tainment— Gentlemen, I don't beat my Drum here to 
inſnare or inveigle any Man, for you muſt know, Gen- 
tlemen, that Jam a Man of Honour: Beſides, I don't 
beat up for common Soldiers; no, I liſt only Grena- 
diers, Grenadiers, Gentlemen—Pray, Gentlemen, ob- 
ſerve this Cap This is the Cap of Honour, it dubs a 
Man a Gentleman in the drawing of a Tricker; and 
he that has the good Fortune to be born ſix Foot high, 
was born to be a great Man — Sir, will you give me 
leave to try this Cap upon your Head ? 
Cf. Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap liſt me? 
Ki, No, no, no more than I can—Come, let me ſee 
how it becomes you, 
Cot. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration in it? No 
Gunpowder Plot upon me ? 
Kite. No, no, Friend ; don't fear, Man. 
Cof. My Mind * me plaguily—-Let me ſe 
7 "x3 "4 


8 The Recruiting Officer. 
it Going to put it on) It ſmells woundily of Sweat and 
Brimſtone. Smell Tummas. 
Tho. Ay, wauns does it. 
Coft. Pray, Serjeant, what Writing is this upon the 
Face of it? 1 | x 51 
Kite. The Crown, or the Bed of Honour. 
Coſt. Pray now, what may be that ſame Bed of Honour ? 
Kite. O] a mighty large Bed! bigger by half than the 
great Bed at Ware——ten thouſand People may lie in 
it together, and never feel one another. a 


C. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie in't, for we 
don't care for feeling one „ el do Folk ſleep 


ſound in this ſame Bed of Honour. : 

Kite. Sound? Ay, ſo ſound that they never wake. 

Co/t. Wauns! I wiſh again that my Wife lay there. 

Kite. Say you ſo! Then, I find, Brother 

C. Brother! Hold there, Friend; I am noKindred to 
you that I know of yet—Look'e, Serjeant, no Coaxing, 
no Wheedling, d'ye ſee—If I have a Mind tolift, why 
o—If not, why *tis not ſo—therefore take your Cap and 
your Brotherſnip back again, for I am not diſpoſed at this 
preſent Writing—No Coaxing, no Brothering me, Faith, 

Kite. I coax? I wheedle? Pm above it, Sir? I have 
fery'd twenty Campaigns But, Sir, you talk well, 
and I muſt own that you are a Man every Inch of you, 
a pretty young ſprightly Fellow—T love a Fellow with 
a Spirit; but I ſcorn to coax, tis baſe : Tho' I muſt ſay, 
that never in my Life have I ſeen a Man better built! 
How firm and ſtrong he treads ! he ſteps like a Caſtle z 
but I ſcorn to wheedle any Man-—Come, honeſt Lad, 
will, you take Share of a Pot? | 

Cejt. Nay, for that Matter, Ill ſpend my Penny with 
the beſt he that wears a Head, that is, begging your Par- 
don, Sir, and in a fair Way, 

Kite. Give me your Hand then; and now, Gentlemen, 
I have no more to ſay, but this Here's a Purſe of Gold, 
and there is a Tub of humming Ale at my Quarters — 
'Tis the King's Money, and the King's Drink—He's 
a generous King, and loves his Subjects—1 nope, Gen- 
tlemen, you won't refuſe the King's Health 

Al Mob. No, no, no. | Yo 

Kite. Huzza then! huzza for the King, and the Ho- 

nour of Shrepſhire, ; Al 


. 


Je Reryniting Officer. OS 
All Mob. . [ts | pt * 22 ch 
te, Beat Dram. | Exeunt ing, Drum boating a 
+ 2 9 — March, 
Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. . 
Plume. By the Grenadier March that ſhould be m 
Drum; and by that Shout, it ſhould beat with Suc 
— Let me ſee Four o' Clock - Looking on bis Watch. } 
At Ten Yeſterday Morning I left London An htndred- 
and-twenty Miles in Thirty Hours is pretty ſmart Rid- 
ing, but nothing to the Fatigue of Recruiting. | 


- 


Enter ne, Y + 
Kite, Welcome p Shrewſbury, noble Captain: From 
the Banks of the to the Severn Side, noble Cap- 


tain, you're welcome. 
Plume. A very elegant Reception, indeed, Mr. Kite; 
I find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting Strain: 
Pray, what Succeſs? 7 . 
Kite. I've been here a Week, and Pve.recraited Five? 
Plume. Five! Pray what are they??? | 
Kite. I have liſted the ſtrong Man of Nen, the King 
of the 7 a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel Attorney, 
and a Welch Parſon. 2 8 
Plume. An Attorney ! Wert thou mad? Liſt a Law- 
yer! Diſcharge him, difcharge him this Minute. 
Kite. Why, Sir? | | 5 
Plume. Becauſe I will have Nobody in my Company 
that can write; a Fellow that can write, can draw Pe- 
titions—T fay this Minute diſcharge him. 
Kite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 
Plume. Can he write ? 
Kite. Hum! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 
Plume. Keep him by all means—But how ſtands the 
Country affected? Were the People pleas'd with the 
News of my coming to Town * | 
Kite. Sir, the Mob are fo pleafed with your Honour, 
and the Juſtices and better Sort of People are ſo delighted 
with me, that we ſhall ſoon dq your Buſineſs—Bar, Sir, 
you have got a Recruit herPthat yoy"little think of. 
Plume. Who ? 3 
_ Kite. One that you beat up for he Iaſt time you were 
in the Country : You remember your old Friend Melly 
at the Caftle ? | 
Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. u 


-- 
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Has your 


The Recruiting Officer. 
Kite. She was brought to-bed Yeſterday. 
- Plume. Kite, you mult father the Child. 1 
Atte. And fo her Friends will oblige me to marry the 
Mother, R dn 
Plume. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us; ſhe 
can waſh you know, and make a Bed upon occaſion. 
Kite. Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion. But your 
Honour knows that I am marry'd already. 
. Plume. To how many? | | 
Kite. I can't tell readily—1 have ſet them down here 
upon the Back of the Muſter Roll. [Draws it out.] 
Let me ſee, —Imprimis, Mrs. Shely Snikereyes, ſhe ſells Pc- 
tatoes upon Ormond Key in Dublin—Peggy Guzzle, the 
Brandy Woman at the Horſe-Guard, at White-Hall— 
Dolly Waggon, the Carrier's Daughter at Hul/—Madat- 


moiſelle Yan-bottom-flat at the Bu/s—T hen Fenny Oatham:, 


the Ship-Carpenter's Widow at Port/mouth ; but I 
don't feckon upon her, for ſhe was married at the ſame 
Time to Two Lieutenants of Marines and a Man 
of War's Boatſwain. | 
Plume. A full Company——You have nam'd five 
Come, make em half a dozen.— Kite, is the Child a 
Boy or a Gurl? | 

Kite, A chopping Boy. 

Plume. Then ſet the Mother down in your Liſt, and 
the Boy in mine: Enter him a Grenadier by the Name 
pf Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow—P 1! allow you a 
Man's Pay for his Subſiſtence, and now go comfort the 
Wench in the Straw. | | | 

Kite. I ſhall, Sir. | | 

Plume. But held, have you made any uſe of your 
German Doctor's Habit ſince you arriv'd ? | 

Kite. Ves, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the Coun- 
try for the moſt faithful Fortune- teller that ever told a 
Lie—I was oblig'd to let my Landlord into the Secret, 


for the Convenience of keeping it ſo ; but he's an ho- 


neft Fellow, and will be faithful to any Roguery that 

is traſted to him. This Device, Sir, wil get you Men, 

and me Money, which I think is all we want at pre- 

ſent But yonder comes your Friend Mr. Worthy— 
2 any farther Commands ? 

Plume. None at preſent. [Exit Kite.] *Tis indeed 

the Picture of Worthy, but the Life's departed. Enter 
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The Recruiting Officer. it 
| Emer roy * 
What, Arms a-croſs, Worthy /- ethinks you ſhould 
hold them open when a Friend's ſo near—The Man 
has got the Vapours in his. Ears, I believe: I muſt ex- 
pel this melancholy —_— | 1 
Spleen, thou worſt of Fiends below, : 
Fly, I conjure thee, by this Magic Blow. 
Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder. 
Wor. Plume ! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe an 
ſound return'd!. 8 5 | 
Plume. I *ſcaped ſafe from Conn and ſound, I 
hope, from London; you ſee I have neither Leg, 
Arm, nor Noſe: Then for my Inſide, tis neither trou- 
bled with Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and I have an 
excellent Stomach for Roaſt-Beef. 
Wor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was ſo. 
Plume. What ails thee, Man? No Inundations nor 
Earthquakes in Vale, I hope? Has your Father roſe - 
from the Dead, and re-afſum'd his Eſtate ? | 


Wor. No. W 
Plume. Then you are marry'd ſurely? 
Wor. No. | N | 


Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker? 
Mor. Come, I muſt out with it——Your once gay, 
roving Friend is dwindled into an obſequious, thought- 
ful, romantick, conſtant Coxcomb. 

Plume. And pray what is alt this for? 

or. For a Woman. 1 | 

Plume. Give me thy Hand: If thou go to that, be- 
hold me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant 


a Coxcomb as your Worſhip. 
Nor. For whom? of oo | 
Plume. For a Regiment But for a Woman! *Sdeath ! 

have been conftant to fifteen at a time, but never me- 

lancholy for one, and can the Love of one bring you into 
this Condition? Pray, who is this wonderful Helen? 

Vor. A Helen indeed! not to be won under ten 

Years Siege, as great a Beauty and as great a Jilt. 

Plume. A Jilt! Pho! Is the as great a Whore ? 
Wor. No, no. — ] els ; 
Plume, *Tis ten thouſand pities : But who is ſhe? Do 

I know her? Yo | 

14 d A 6 LI. | Wor. 


12 The Recruiting Officer. 
Mor. Very well, | 3 18 
Plume. That's impoſſible—T know no Woman that 
will hold out a ten Year's Siege. 
Wor. What think ye of Melinda e UP 
Plume. Melinda ! Why ſhe began to capitulate this time 
Twelve-month, and offered to Fargenler upon honour- 
able Terms; and I advis'd you to propoſe a Settlement 
of five hundred Pounds a Year to her, before I went laſt 
abroad. 

Mor. did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, defiring only one 
Week to eonſider When, beyond her Hopes, the Town 
was reliev d, and I fore'd to turn my Siege into a Blockade, 

Plume. Explain, explain. 7 

Wor. My Lady Richly, her Aunt in Flintſhire dies, and 

Ieaves her, at this critical Time, twenty thouſand Pounds. 

Plume. Oh the Devil! What a delicate Woman was 
there ſpoil'd ! But by the Rules of War now—-IPorthy, 
Blockade was fooliſh—After ſuch a Convoy of Proviſions 
was enter'd the Place, you could have no thought of 
reducing it by Famine ; you ſhould have redoubled your 
Attacks, taken the Town by Storm, or have died upon 
the Breach. | | 

For. I did make one general Aſſault, but was ſo vi- 

rorouſly repuls'd, that defpairing of ever gaining her 

a Miſtreſs, J have alter'd my Conduct, given my 

Addrefles the obſequious and diſtant 'Turn, and court 
her now for a Wife, 

Plume. So as you grew obſequious, ſhe haughty ; 
and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddefs, ſhe us'd 
you like a Dog. 

Wor. Exactly. 

Plume. Tis the way of em all. —Come, Worthy, 
your obſequious and diftant Airs will never bring you 
together ; you muſt not think to ſurmount her Pride by 
your Humility : Wou'd you bring her to better Thoughts 
of you, ſhe muſt be reduc'd to a meaner Opinion of her- 
felf. Let me ſee, the very firſt thing that I would do, 
ſhould be to lie with her Chambermaid, and hire three 
or four Wenches in the Neighbourhood to report that I 

ad got them with Child——Suppoſe we lampoon'd all 
the pretty Women in "Town, and left her out; or, what 
if we made a Ball, and forgat to invite her with one or 
two of the uglieſt. Fo Nor. 
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mor. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, I muſt coufeſs ; 
but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can 


have no Balls, no. Lampoons, no- 
Plume. What! no Baſtards l and ſo many Recruiting 
Officers in Town ! I thought twas a Maxim amon 
them, to leave as many Recruits in the Country as they 
carry*d out. | 7 
Mor. No body doubts your good Will, noble Captain, 
in ſerving your Country: with your beſt Blood, witneſs 
our Friend Molly at the Ca/2/e; have been Tears in 
Town about that Buſineſs, , Captain. G 
Plume. I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 
Mor. O, Sir, have you thought of her? I began to 
fancy you had forgot poor Sylvia. | 8 
Plume. Vour Affairs had quite put mine out of my 
Head. Tis true, Sy/via and I had once agreed to go to 
Bed together, cou'd we have adjuſted Preliminaries ; but 
ſhe wou'd have the Wedding before Conſummation, as 
I was for Conſummation before the Wedding; we cou'd 
not agree. She was a pert, obſtinate Fool, and wou'd 
loſe her Maidenhead her own way, ſo ſhe may keep it 
for Plume. | 1 
Mor. But do you intend to marry upon no other Con- 
ditions ? | 
Plume. Your Pardon, Sir, I'll marry upon no Conditi- 
on at all.—If I ſhou'd, I am reſaly'd never to bind myſelf 
to a Woman for my whole Life, till I know whether 1 
ſhall like her Company for half an Hour. Suppoſe I 
marry'd a Woman that wanted a Leg. Such a thing 
might be, unleſs I examined the Goods before- hand 
If People would but try one another's Conſtitutions be- 
fore they engag'd, it would prevent all theſe Elopements, 
Divorces, and the Devil knows what. . 
; * Nay, for that Matter, the Town did not ſtick to 
ay, that | 
Plume. J hate Country-towns for that Reaſon—if your 
'Town has a diſhonourable Thought of Sylvia, it deſerves 
to be burnt to the Ground i love Sylvia, I admire her 
frank, generous Diſpoſition—There's ſomething in that 
Girl more than Woman—In ſhort, were I once a Ge- 
neral, I wou'd marry her. 


1 


War. Faith, you have Reaſon—for were you but a 
5 Corporal 


14 The Recruiting Officer. 
Corporal ſhe wou'd marry you—But my Melinda ets 
it ith every Fellow ſhe cs If ky Fifty Pound. ſhe 
makes Love to you. 3 PT ike: 
Plume. I'Il lay you a Hundred that I return it, if ſhe 
does—Look'e, Worthy, I'M win her and give her to 
you afterwards, | 
Wer. If you win her you ſhall wear her, Faith; I 
wou'd not value the Conqueſt without the Credit of the 

Victory. . 

a Enter Kite. 

Lite. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 
Plume. You may ſpeak out, here are none but Friends. 
Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort the 

good Woman in the Straw, Mrs, Molh—my Wife, Mr. 


"Yor. O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Kite. 

Kite. Your Worſhip very well may—for I have got 
both a Wife and Child in half an Hour—But as I was 
faying—You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Nia — my Wife 

I mean — But what d'ye think, Sir ? She was better 
'comforted before I came. | 
Plume. As how! : : 

Kite. Why, Sir, a Footman in. a blue Livery had 
brought her ten Guineas to buy her Baby Clothes. 

- Plume. Who in the Name of Wonder cou'd ſend them ? 
Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that—Mrs. Sylva. 
Plume. Sylvia! Genetous Creature? [| Whiſpers, 

Wor. Sylvia! Impoſtible ! | ef 

Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir. F took the Gold 
as Part of my Wife's Portion. Nay, farther, Sir, ſhe ſent 
'Word the Child ſhould be taken all imaginable care of, 
and that ſhe intended to ſtand Godmother. The ſame 
Footman, as I was coming to you with this News, call'd 
after me, and told me that his Lady wou'd ſpeak with 
me—T1 went, and upon hearing that you were come to 

Town, ſhe gave me half a Guinea for the News ; and 
'order'd me to tell you, that Juſtice Balance, her Father, 
who is juſt come out of the Country, wou'd be glad to 
ſee you. _ 
: Plume. There's a Girl for you, Weorthy—Ts there any 
thing of Woman in this? No, 'tis noble, generous, 

manly Friendſhip ; ſhew me another Woman that Ve 
' AY — wo has e 
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loſe an Inch of her Prerogative that way, without Tears 
Fits, and Reproaches. The common Jealouſy of her 
Sex, which is nothing but their Avarice of Pleaſure, 
the deſpiſes; and can part with the Lover, tho? ſhe dies 
for the Man—Come, Worthy—Where's the beſt Wine? 
for there I'll quarter, | 
Wor. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelona, 
which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe I 
reſery'd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome to 
'Town. | | 
Plume. Let's away then—Mr. Kite, go to the Lady 
with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſhall only re- 
freſh a little, and wait upon her. 790750 
Wor. Hold, Kite—have you ſeen the other Recruit- 
ing Captain ? 
Kite. No, Sir, I'd have you to know I don't keep 
ſuch Company. | 
Plume. Another ! Who 1s he ? | 
Mor. My Rival, in the firſt Place, and the moſt un- 
accountable Fellow—but P11 tell you more as we go. 
SCENE, An Apartment. | 
Melinda and Sylvia meeting. | 
Mel. Welcome to Town, Couſin Sylvia. [ Salute.] I 
envy'd you your Retreat in the Country; for Shrew/- 
bury, methinks, and all your Heads of Shires, are the 
moſt irregular Places for living ; here we have Smoak, 
Noiſe, Scandal, Affectation, and Pretenſion; in ſhort, 
every thing to give the Spleen—and-nothing to divert 
1t—then the Air 1s intolerable. 
Sz]. O Madam! I have heard the Town commende 
for its Air, | 
Mel. But you don't conſider, Sylvia, how long I 
have liv'd in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, 
the leaſt nice in her Conſtitution—10 Air can be good 
above half a Year, Change of Air I take to be. the 
moſt agreeable of any Variety in Life. x 
Syl. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeveral 
Sorts of Airs. 
Mel. Pſha! I talk only of th: Air we breathe, or 
more properly of that we taſte— Tave not ycu, Sylwia, 


found a vaſt Diſſerenc: in the Taſte of Airs 


$/l, 
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Fyl. Pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a Sort of Air? 
Taſte Air! you might as well tell me, I-may feed u 
Air: But prithee, my dear Melinda, don't put 9 
an Air to me. Vour Education and mine were juſt the 
ſame; and I remember the Time when we never troubled 
our Heads about Air, but when the ſharp Air from the 
'Welf Mountains made our Fingers ake in a cold Morn- 
ning at the Boarding-School. 

Mel. Our Education, Coufin, was the ſame, but our 
Temperaments had nothing alike; you have the Con- 
ſtitution of an Horſe. | 

Sy. So far as to be troubled neither with Spleen, 
Cholick, nor Vapours; I need no Salts for my Stomach, 
no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Waſh for my Com- 

plwexion. Ican gallop all the Morning after the Hunt- 

ang-horn, and all the Evening after a F iddle. In ſhort, 

I can do every 'Thing with my Father, but drink, and 

ſhoot flying ; and I am fure I can do every Thing my 
"Mother cou'd were I put to the Trial. 

Mel. You are in a fair Way of being put to't ; for I 
am told your Captain is come to Town. 

Syl. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and I'll take Care he 
ma'n't go without a Companion. 

Mel. Vou are certainly mad, Couſin. 

Sl. —And there's a Pleaſure fare 

In being mad, which none but Madmen know, 

Mel. Thou poor romantick Quixote Haſt thou the 
Vanity to imagine, that a young ſpreghtly Officer, that 
rambles o'er half the Globe in half a Year, can con- 
fine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Country 
Juſtice in an obſcure Part of the World ? 

Sy. Pſha! what care I for his Thoughts; I ſhou'd 
not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhews a Nar- 
'rowneſs of Soul. In ſhort, Melinda, I think a Petti- 
coat a mighty ſimple Thing, and I am heartily tir'd of 7 
my Sex. | 

Mel. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendrx to our 
Sex, that you can't ſo handſomely get rid of in Petti- 

coats, as if you were in Breeches—O” my Conſcience, 
Sylvia, had} thou been a Man, thon hadſt been the 

greateſt Rake in Chriſtendom. 
. $y1. I ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the World, 
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which a Man can never do thoroughly, without half a 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours ; but now 
I think on't, how ſtands your Affair with Mr. Worthy ? 
- Mel. He's my Averſion. 2 
Sy/. Vapours ! He . 
Mel. What do you ſay, Madam ? | 
Sy]. I fay that you ſhout not uſe that honeſt Fellow 
fo inhumanly. He's a Gentleman of Parts and For- 
tune; and beſides that, he's my Plume's Friend, and 
by all that's ſacred, if you don't uſe him better I ſhall 
expect Satisfaction. e. 
Mel. Satis faction]! you begin to fancy yourſelf in 
Breeches in good- earneſt- But to be plain with you, I 
like Worthy the worſe for being fo intimate with your 
Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle, unmannerly 
Coxcomb, 
Sl. O, Madam! you never ſaw him, perhaps, ſince 
= were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pound; you only 
new him when you were capitulating with Voriby for a 
Settlement, which perhaps might encourage him to be 
a little looſe and unmannerly with ou. 
Mel. What do you mean, Madam? 1 
Sy. My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. 
_ Better it had, Madam ; for methinks you are too 
ain, 8 | 
n Sy]. If you mean the Plainnefs of my Perſon, I think 
your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the fan. 8 
Mel. Were ] ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take up 
with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. 75 a 
No Again! Look'e, Madam, you are in your own 
ouſe, | 
Mel. And if you had kept in your's, I ſhou'd have 
excus'd you. | 3 
Syl. Don't be troubled, Madam, I ſhan't defire to 
have my Viſit return d. | | 
Mel. The ſooner therefore you make an End of this 
the better. oy 
H.. I am eafily perſuaded to follow my Inclinations, 
and fo, Madam, your humble Servant, [ Exit. 
Mel. Saucy Thing | 
Die Lucey: © 
| Luc. What's the Matter, Madam? 


Mel. 
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Mel. Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, how ſhe- 
ſwell'd upon the Arrival of her Fellow ) | 
Luc. Her Fellow has not been long enough arriv'd to 
occaſion any great Swelling, Madam; I don't believe 
ſhe has ſeen him yet. | RO 
Mel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it—Let me ſee— have 
it—PBring me Pen and Ink—hold, I'll go write in my 
Cloſet. 3 | 
Luc. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madam ? 
Mel. Who ſent it?: I Preſents a Letter. 
Luc. Your Captain, Madam. 
Mel. He's a Fool, and I'm tir'd of him, ſend it back 
unopen'd. | 
Tuc. The Meſſenger's gone, Madam. 
Mel. Then how ſhou'd I fend-an Anſwer ? Call him 
back immediately, while I go write. [ Exeunt. 
Te bd of the Firſt ACT. 


SO: © +: 7 
SCENE, An Apartment. 
Enter Juſtice Balance aud Plume. | 
Bal. Ook'e, Captain, give us but Blood for our 
Money, and you ſhan't want Men. Ad's my 
Liſe, Captain, get us but ancther Marſhal of France, 
and T1 go myſelf for a Soldier 
Plume. Pray, Mr. Balance, how does your fair Daughter? 
Bal. Ah, Captain? what is my Daughter to a Marſhal 
of France] We're upon a nobler Subject, I want to have 
2 particular Deſcription of the Battle of Minden. 
Plume. The Battle, Sir, was a very pretty Battle as 
any one fhou'd deſire to ſee, but we were all fo intent 
upon Victory, that we never minded the Battle: All 
that I know of the Matter is, our General commanded 
ps to beat the French, and we did ſo; and if he pleaſes 
ut to ſay the Word, we'll do it again. But pray, Sir, 
how does Mrs. Sylvia? 3 
Bal. Still upon Sylvia For ſhame, Captain, you 
are engag'd already, wedded to the War; Victory is 
er Mit eſs, and 'tis below a Soldier to think of any 
other. | 
Plume. As a Miſireſs, I confeſs; but as a Friend, 
Mr. Balance | . * 
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Bal. Come, come, Captain, never mince the Mat- 
ter, wou'd not you debauch my Daughter, if you con'd? 
Plum. How, Sir! I hope ſhe is not to be debauch'd. 
Bal. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman in Eng- 
land of her Age and Complexion, by a Man of your 
Youth and Vigour. Look'e, Captain, once I was young 
and once an Officer as you are; and I can gueſs at your 
Thoughts now, by what mine were then ; and I re- 
member very well, that I wou'd have given one of my 
Legs to have deluded the Daughter of an old Country 
Gent'eman, as like me as I was then like you. 
Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your 
Friend and BenefaQor ? | * 
Bal. Not much of that. | 
Plume. There the Compariſon breaks; the Favours, 
Sir, that 2 
Bal. Pho, pho, I hate: ſet Speeches: If I have done 
you any Service, Captain, it was to pleaſe myſelf; I 
love thee, and if I could part with my Girl, you ſhou'd 
have her as ſoon as any young Fellow I know: But I 
hope you have more Honour than to quit the Service, 
and ſhe more Prudence than to follow the Camp ; but 
ſhe's at her own Diſpoſal, ſhe has fifteen hundred 
Pound in her Pocket, and ſo—Sylivia, Sylvia. [ Calli. 
Enter Sylvia. 
Syl. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come by the Poſt from 
London, I left them upon the Table in your Cloſet. ' 
Bal. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. [ Pre- 
ents Plume to her.] Captain, you'll excuſe me, PII go and 
read my Letters and wait on you. | Exit. 
Syl. Sir, you are welcome to England.  — + 
Plume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Madam, 
ſince the Hopes of receiving it from this fair Hand 
was the principal Cauſe of my ſeeing England. 
Sy. I have often heard that Soldiers were ſincere, 
. ſhall I venture to believe publick Report? _ 
Plume. You may, when 'tis back'd by private Inſu- 
rance; for I ſwear, Madam, by the Honour of my Pro- 
feſſion, that whatever Dangers I went upon, it was 
with the Hope of making myſelf more worthy of your 
Eſteem ; and if ever I had Thoughts of preſerving my 
Life, 'twas for the Pleaſure of dying at your Feet. 
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Sl. Well, well, you ſhall die at my Feet, or where 
you. will; but you know, Sir, there is a certain Will 
and Teſtament to be made before-hand, 
Plus. My Will, Madam, is made already, and there 
it is; and if Jen leaſe to open the Parchment, which 
was drawn — before the Battle of Minden, 
you will find whom I left my Heir. 
Sl. Mrs. Sylvia 8 the Will and reads. | 
Well, Captain, this is a handſome anda ſubſtantial Com- 
pliment; but I can aſſifre you, I am much better pleaſed 
with the bare Knowledge of your Intention, than 1 
ſhou' d have been in the Poſſeſſion of your Legacy: But 
methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have left ſomething to your 
little Boy at the Cale. 
Plume. That's home. [ A/ide.] My little Boy! Lack- 
a-day, Madam, that alone may convince you *twas none 
of mine; why the Girl, Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife, 


and ſo the poor Creature gave out that I was Father, in 


hopes that my Friends might ſupport her in caſe ef Ne- 

ceſſity.— That was all, Madam—My Boy! No, no, no. 
Enter a Servant. | 

Ser. Madam, my Maſter has receiv'd ſome ill News 

from London, and defires to ſpeak with you immedi- 

ately, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that he can't 


wait on him as he promis'd. 
Plume. III News! Heavens avert it! nothing cou'd 


touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy Gen- 


tleman afflicted: I'Il leave you to comfort him, and 
be aſſur'd, that if my Life and Fortune can be any way 


ſerviceable to the Father of my Sylvia, he ſhall freely 
command both. | 


Sy. The Neceſſity muſt be very preſſing that wou'd 


engage me to endanger either, [Exeunt ſeveratly. 


SCENE, Ancther Apartment. 
Enter Balance and Sylvia. 
Sl. Whilſt there is Life, there is Hope, Sir; per- 


haps my Brother may recover. 


Bal. We have but little Reaſon to expect it; the Doc- 
tor acquaints me here, that before this comes to my 
Hands, he fears I ſhall have no Son—Poor Owen /— 
But the Decree is juſt; I was pleas'd with the Death of 
my Father, beeauſe he left me an Eſtate, and now I am 

* - puniſh'd 


nn ere 


and an Aſs— That will never do neither. 
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puniſh'd with the Loſs of an Heir to inherit mine; I mat 
now look upon you as the only Hopes of my Family, 
and I expect that the 1 of your Fortune 
will give you freſh Thoughts and new Profpetts. 

95 My Deſire in bein punctual in my Obedience 
requires that you would b plain in your Commands, 


r. 5 7 
Bal. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
Heireſs to my Eſtate, which know is about Twelve 
hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a 
fair Claim to Quality and a Title; you muſt ſer a juſt 
Value upon yourſelf, and in plain Terms think no 
more of Captain Plume. | 
Syl. You have often recommended the Gentleman, Sir. 
Bal. And I do fo fill, he's a very pretty Fellow ; - 
but tho? I Iik'd him well enough for a bare Son-in-law, 
don't . of him for an Heir to my Eſtate and 
Family; Fifteen hundred Pounds indeed I way 5 truſt 
in his Hands, and it might do the young Fellow a 
Kindneſs but, —ods my Life, Twelve hundred Pound 
a Year, wou'd ruin him, quite turn his Brain: A Cap- 
tain of Foot worth Twelve hundred Pounds a Fear! 
Tis a Prodigy in Nature 
Euter a Serwant. - 
Ser. Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your Wor- 
ſhip, but he will deliver it into no Hands but your own. 
Bal. Come, ſhew me rhe Meſſenger. Ky 
' [ Exit Twith Servant. 
Sy]. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, and 
I am Prince Prettyman exactly.— If my Brother dies, ah 
7 Brother! If he lives, ah poor Siſter! *Tis bad 
oth Ways; I'll try it again.—PFollow my own Incli- 
nations, and break my Father's Heart; or obey his 
Commands, and break my own; worſe and worſe. 
_—_— [ rake it thus? A moderate Fortune, a pretty 
Fellow and a Pad; or a fine Eſtate, a Coach-and-Six, 
Enter Tuftice Balance and a Servant, _- 
Bal. Put Four Horſes to the Coach. [ Te a Servant 
cube goes out.] Ho, Sylvia. 2 | a 
Syl. Sir. EY 8 | 
Val. How old were you when your Mother dy'd f 
| 2 
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Syl. So young, that I don't remember I ever had 
one; and you. have been ſo careful, fo indulgent to 
me ſince, that indeed I never wanted one. | 
Bal. Have I ever deny'd you any thing you aſk'd of 
me ? 

Sz]. Never that I remember. 

Bal. Then, Sylvia, I muſt beg that once in your 
Life you wou'd grant me a Favour. - | 
Syl. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, Sir? 

Bal. I don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than com- 
mand; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a Pa- 
rent, but as the Advice of your Friend ; that you wou'd 
take the Coach this Moment and go into the Country. 

Sl. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- 
tents of the Letter you receiv'd juſt now ? 

Bal. No matter, I will be with you in Three or Four 
Days, and then give you my Reaſons—But be ſure you 

go, I expect you will make me one ſolemn Promiſe, 

Hl. Propoſe the Thing, Sir. . 

Bal. That you will never diſpoſe of yourſelf to any 

| Man without my Conſent. 
3 Syl. I promiſe. 
| Bal. Very well, and to be even with you, I pro- 
mife I never will dif ofe of you without your -own 
Conſent; and ſo, Sylvia, the Coach is ready; farewel. 
© ag her to the Door, and returns.) Now ſhe's gone 
examine the Contents of this Letter a little nearer. 
- [ Reads. 
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AAY Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has draaun & Secret from 
him that he had from his Friend Captain Plume; and 
my Friendſhip and Relation to your Family oblige me to give 
you timely Notice of it : The 2 aptain has diſbonourable De- 
figns upon my Coufin Sylvia. Evilt of this Nature are more 
eafily prevented than amended ; and that you wou'd immedi- 
a fend my Couſin into the Country, is the Advice of, Sir, 

| Your humble Servant, 

ME LINDA. 

Why the Devil's in the young Fellows of this Age, 
they are ten times worſe than they were in my Time; had 
he made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it like a 
Gentleman, I cou'd have almoſt * it; but = — 
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Tales before-hand is monſtrous— Hang it, I can fetch 

down a Woodcock or à Snipe, and why not a Hat and 

er J have a Caſe of good Piſtols, and have a 

in d to . \ ; * 1 N 

good 9 Enter Worthy. : 

Worthy { your Servant. 1 
Mor. Pm ſorry, Sir, to be the Meſſenger of ill News. 
Bal. J apprehend it, Sir; you have heard that my 

Son Oven is paſt Recovery. | 
Wor. My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir. . 
Bal. He's 828 Pm ſatisfy'd: The Strokes 

of Heaven I can ; but Injuries from Men, Mr. 
Worthy, are not ſo eaſily ſupported. | 

Wor. I hope, 8 under no Apprehenſions of 
Wrong from any Body. | | 

Bal. You know I ought to be. | | 

Wor. You wrong my Honour, in believing I cou'd 

know any Thing to your Prejudice, without refenting 

it as much as you ſhou'd. | 

Bal. This Letter, Sir, which I tear in Pieces to con- 
ceal the Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that Plume has - 
a Deſign upon Sylvia, and that you are privy to't. 

Nor. Nay then, Sir, I muſt & myſelf Juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author, 


Tales up a Bit.) 
Sir, I know the Hand, and if you refuſe to diſcover 
the Contents, Melinda ſhall tell me. Going. 

Bal. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you al- 
ready, only with this Circumſtance, that her Intimacy 
with Mr. Worthy had drawn the Secret from him. 

Wor. Her Intimacy with me! Dear Sir, let me pick 
up the Pieces of this Letter; *twill give me ſuch a hank 
upon her Pride, to have her own an Intimacy under her 
Hand: This was the luckieſt Accident! {Gathering up 
#he Letter.) The Aſperfion, Sir, was nothing but Ma- 
lice, the Effect of a little Quarrel between her and 
Mrs. Sylvia. | | | 

Bal. Are you ſure of that, Sir ? | | 

Wer. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of Part of the | 
Battle juſt now as ſhe overheard it. But I hope, Sir, 
your Daughter has ſaffer'd nothing upon the Account. 

all. No, no, poor Girl, -the's wann the 
* e 7 2 39% 38 ®RIEE 2 ws. * 
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24 The. Recruiting Officer | 
News of her Brother's Death that to uſed Company 
ſhe begg'd Leave to be gone into the Conery, 
War. * is ſhe gone? 
Bal. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo ene the 
Coach went from the Door the Mmute before you came. 
Mor. So preſſing to be gone, Sir —I her. For- 
tune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, and then 


Plume and I may laugh at one another. 


Bal. Like enough, Women are as ſubject to Pride 
as Men are; and why mayn't great Women, as well as 
eber, Men, forget their old Acquaintance ?—But come, 
where's this young Fellow? I love him fo well, it 
would break the Heart of me to think him a Raſcal— 


I'm glad my Daughter's gone fairly off tho'. [{/iae.) 


Where does the Captain quarter ? 
Wer. At Horton's ; I am to meet him there Two Hours 
hence, and we ſhow'd be glad of your Company. 
Bal. Your Pardon, dear eri, I mutt allow a Day 
or Two to the Death of my Son. Afterwards, I'm 
your's over a Bottle, or how you will. 
Mor. Sir, I'm your humble Servant. [Exeunt apart. 
SCENE, the Street. 
Euter Kite, with Coſtar Pear-mein in One Hand, ard 
Thomas Apple- tree ia the other, drunk. 
| Kite /ings. 
Our Prentice Tom may new refſu/? 
To wipe his Scoundrel Maſter's Shoes; 
For now he's free to ing and play, 
Over the Hi 2. ar away—Ower, &C. 
. lx Mob ſings the Chorus, 
We ſball laad more happy Lives, 
Br 45 ning rid of of" Brats and 1 7 ives, 
ad the Hills and far away—(Orver, dc. 
| Kite. Hey: Boys! Thus we Soldiers live! drink, arg 
dance, play: We live, as one ſhou'd ſay— we live 
tis impoſh le to tell how we live- We are all Princes 
—Why—why, you are a King Vou are an * 
and Im a-Prince—now==an't we i 
„E Nos Serjeant, I'Il be no Eper. [1249 
e. No 18{ m 
. Tho. Ell be Juſtice of Petite... o oH 
Ke. A Juſtice of Peace, Man? . 
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Tho. Ay, wauns will I; for fince this Preſſing- Act, 
they are 2 than any Emperot under the Sun. 


Kite. Done: You are a Juſtice of Peace, and you are 
a King, and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, an't 1? 
Cel. Ay, but I'll be no King. | 
Kite, What then ? | 
Coft. I'll be a Queen. 4 
Kite. A Queen! | 8 
Oo Ay, of England, that's greater than any King of 


'em all. 


Kite. Bravely ſaid, faith ; Huzza for the Queen 


[Huzza /] But heark'e, you, Mr. Juſtice, and you, Mr. 
Queen, did you never ſee the King's Picture? 

Both. No, no, no. 

Kite. I wonder at that; I have two of 'em ſet in Gold, 
and as like his Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. 


See here, they are ſet in Gold. [Takes two broad Pieces - 


out of his Pocket, gi ves one to each. 


Tho, The wonderful Works of Nature! ¶ Lozking at it. 


Co. What's this written about? Here's a Poſy, I be- 
lieve; Ca-ro-lus—What's that, Serjeant ? 

K.te. O! Carolus? Why Carolus is Latin for King 
George ; that's all. 2 | 

Cot. Tis a fine thing to be a Scollard—Serjeant, 
will you part with this? I'll buy it on you, if it come 
within the Compaſs of a Crown. 


Kite. A Crown! never talk of buying; tis the ſame * 


thing among Friends, you know; PlI NN them to 
ye both: you ſhall give me as good a thing. Put 'em 
up and remember your old Friend, when I am over the 
Hills, and far away. | 
[ They Ang, and put up the Money. 
Enter Plume /nging. 
Plume. Over the Hills, and over the Main, 
7% Flanders, Portugal, or -u_ : 
The King commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hills, and far away, 
Come on my Men of Mirth, away with it, Ill make 
one among ye: Who are theſe hearty Lads ? 
Kite, Off with your Hats ; Ounds off with your 
Hats : This is the Captain, the Captain. 
The. We have ſeen 9 afore now, Mun. 
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Co. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too; s'fleſh, I'11 

keep on my Nab. a | 
o. And Pe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Captain in 
England: My Vether's a Freeholder. 

Plume. Who are thoſe jolly Lads, Serjeant ? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that are 
willing to ſerve the King: I have entertain'd_%em juſt 
now, as Volunteers, under your Honour's Command. 

Plume. And 3 Entertainment they ſhall have: 
Volunteers are the Men I want, thoſe are the Men fit 
to make Soldiers, Captains, Generals. 

'The. Wounds, Tummas, what's this! are you liſted ? 

Coft. Fleſh ! not I : Are you Coftar ? 

The. Wounds, not I. | 

Kite. What! not lifted ! ha, ha, ha; a very good 
Jeſt, fai. 

Coft. Come; Tummas, we'll go home. 

The. Ay, ay, come. 5 


Kite. Home! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your- 


ſelves better before your Captain: Dear Tummas, honeft 
Coſtar. N 
Te. No, no, we'll be gone. 
Kite. Nay, then, I command you to ſtay: I place 
u both Centinels in this Place, for two Hours; to 


watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you; and you 


the Motion of St Chad's: And he that dares ſtir from 
his Poſt, till he be reliev'd, ſhall have my Sword in his 
Guts the next Minute. | | 

Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant ? I'm afraid you 
are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. | 

Kite. Pm too mild, Sir! They diſobey Command, 
Sir, and one of em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 
the other.. | 

Coft. Shot, Tummas ? 

Plume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the matter ? 

Tho, We don't know! the noble Serjeant is pleas'd 


to be in a Paſſion, Sir, - but. 


Kite. They diſobey Command, they deny their be- 
ing liſted. | 

Tho. Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright- deny it 
ther; that we dare not do, for Fear of being ſhot : But 
we humbly conceive, in a cwil Way, and begging your 
Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go home, Plume. 


# 
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Plume. That's eafily. agate have either of 7 
ceiv'd any of the King's Money? | 
Co. Not a Braſs Farthin — Sir . 
Kite. They have each of them receiv'd 8 
"I Shillings, and 'tis now in their Pockets. 
"en if I have a Penny in my Pocket but 
a — Sixpence, I'll be content to be liſted, and ſhot 
into the Bargain. 
The. And I: look ye here, Sir. 
Ceft. Nothing bat ha King's Picture, that the Ser. 
jeant gave me juſt now. 
Kite. See there, a Guinea, One-and-twenty Shil- 
lings; t'other has the Fellow-on't. . 


Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are 


found upon you: Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth One- 
and-twenty Shillings each. 

Cot. So it ſeems, that Carolus is  One-and-twenty 
Shillings in Latin. 

Tho. Pis the ſame Thing in Greek, for we are liſted. 
 Coft. Fleſh! but we an't Tummas: I deſire to be car- 

ry'd before the Mayor, Captain. | 

[Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while, 

Plume. 'Twill never do, Kite—your damn'd Tricks 
will ruin me at laſt—T won't loſe che Fellows tho”, if 
I can help it—Well, Gentlemen, there muſt be ſome 
Trick in this; my Serjeant offers o take his Oath that 
you are fairly liſted. 

Tho. Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers have 
more Liberty of Conſcience than other Folks ; but for 
me, or Neighbour Cefar here, to take ſuch an Oath, 

*twou'd be downright Perjuration. 

Plume. Look'e, Raſcal, you Villain, if I find that 
you have impos'd upon theſe Two honeſt Fellows, I'll 
trample you to Death, you Dog—Come, how was't? 
: Tho, Nay then, we'll ſpeak ; your Serjeant, as you 

ay,. 15 a Rogue, an't like your Wor your 
Worſhip's — 2 Wers EE" 

Coft. Nay, Tummas, let me ſpeak 3 you know I can 

read—And fo, Sir, he gave us thoſe Two Pieces of 


e for Pickures ns o Hadg, by Way of a Pre- 
Plume How ! by Way: of a Preſent L. The Son of a 
| B 2 


Whore ! 


| 
| 
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Whore ! I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like 


12700 Scoundrel ! Rogue! Villain! 
1. off the Serjeant, and follows, 
2 O brave noble Captain! huzzal a brave Cap- 


fait!!! 
| 000 Now Tammat, Carolus is Latin for a Beating : 


This is the braveſt Captain I ever Wound, I've 
-a Month's Mind to go with him. | 


Enter Plume. 
Plume. A Dog, to abuſe Two ſuch honeſt Fellows as 
you—Look'e Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fellow, I 
come among you as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, not as a 


| Kidnapper to ſteal Slaves. 


_ Cof. Mind that, Tummas. 
Plum. I deſire no Man to go with me, but as $I went 


myſelf : I went a Volunteer, as you, or you, may do; 


for alittle Time carry'd'a Muſket, and now I command 


a Company. 

The. Mind that, Car: A ſweet: Gentleman. 

Plume. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Ad- 
vantage of you; the — 1 s Money was in your Pock- 
ets, my Serjeant was ready to take his Oath you were 
liſted ; but I ſcorn to do a baſe Thing, you are both 
of you at your Liberty. 

Coft. Thank you, noble Captain—I cod, I can't find 
in my Heart to leave him, he talks fo finely. 

Tho. Ay, Cefar, would he always hold in this Mind. 

Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing more [I'll tell you: 
You're both young tight Fellows, and the Army 1s the 


Place to make you Men for ever: Every Man has his Lot, 


and you have yours : What think you now of a Purſe of 
French Gold out of a Monſieur's Pocket, after you have 
daſh'd out his Brains with is of your Firelock ? 
eh! 
Ceß. Wauns vn have it. Captain—give me a 
Shilling, I'II follow you to the End of the World. 

Tho. Nay, dear Cſtar, do'na; be advis'd. 

Plume. Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas for thee, 
as Earneſt of what I'll do farther for thee. 

Tho. Do'na take it, do na, dear Co/tar. . 

Crie:, an pull bact his FRY 


Op. I wull--] „Wand, my Mind gives free 
at 


s 


wo 
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that I ſhall be a Captain myſelf— I take your Money, 
Sir, and now I am a Gentleman. So Bs 
Plume. Give me thy Hand, and now you and I will 
travel the World o'er, and command it wherever we tread, 
Bring your Friend with you if you can, LA. 
Coft. Well, Tummas,” muſt we part? OI 
Tho. No, Caſtar, J canno leave thee—Come, Captain, 
P11 e'en go along too; and if you have two honeſter 
ſimpler Lads in your Company than w2 two have been, 
I'll ſay no more. 
Plume. Here, my Lad. [Gives him Money.) Now your 
Name ? 9 "x 
Tho. Tummas Appletree. 
Plume. And yours? 
Cot, Coftar Pearmain. 
Plume, Well ſaid Coftar ! Born where? 
T he, Both in Herefordſhire. \ | 
Plume. Very well; Courage, my Lads-=New we'll 
ſing, Over the Hills, and far aguay. 
Courage, Boys, tis one to Ten 
But we return all Gentlemen; 
While conquering Colours we diſplay, 
Over the Hills and far away. 
Kite. Take care of em. 
| Enter Kite, Le 0 | 2 
Kite. An' t you a Couple of pretty Fellows now! Here 


you have complain'd to the Captain, I am to be turn c 


out, and one of you will be Serjeant. Which of you is 
to have my Halberd ? ; 

Beth Recru. I. ; | 

Kite. So you ſhall—in your Guts—march, you Sons 
of Whores. fp | | Beats em off. 
The End of the Second AC T. 


A XX 
SCENE, The Market-Place. 
Enter Plume and Worthy. 


Mor. J Cannot forbear admiring the Equality of our 
two Fortunes: We lov'd two Ladies, they met 


ect. 
* 


us half way, and juſt as we were upon the point of 


leaping into their Arms, Fortune drops into their Laps, 
Pride poſſeſſes their Hearts, a Maggot fills their Heads, 
| B 3 | Madneſs 
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Madneſs takes em by the Tails ; they ſnort, kick up 


their Heels, and away they run. 
Plume. And leave ns here to mourn upon the Shore—A 


_ eoupleof melancholy Monſters —W hat ſhall we do? 


Wer. I have a trick for mine ; the Letter, you know, 
and the Fortune-teller. 

Plume. And I have a trick for mine. 

Wor. What is't? 

Plume. I'Il never think of ber again. 

Mor. No! | | 

Plume. No; I think myſelf above adminiftring to the 
Pride of any Woman, were ſhe worth twelve thouſand a 
Year ; and I ha'n't the Vanity to believe I ſhall ever 

gain a Lady worth Twelve hundred—The generous 
nerd Sylvia, in her Smock, I admire ; but the 
aughty, ſcornful Sylvia, with her F ortune, I deſpiſe— 
What ſneak out of Town, and not ſo much as a Word, 
a Line, a Compliment, —S'death ! how far, off does he 
live? Pll go and break her Windows. 

Wer. Ha, ha, ha! ay, and the Window-Bars too, 
to come at her—Come, come, Friend, no more of your 
rough military Airs, 

Enter Kite. 

Kite. Captain, Captain, Sir ! look 3 the' s a 
coming this way: Tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt, little Tit! 

Plume. Now WarthJ, to ſhew you how much I am 
in Love z—here ſhe comes: But Kite, what is that great 
Country-F ellow with her? 

Kite. I can't tell, Sir. | | 
Enter Roſe, loro by her Brother Bullock, with 
Chickens on her Arm in a Baſket. 

Roe. Buy Chickens, young and tender Chickens, 
young and tender Chickens. 

Plume: Here, you Chickens. 

Roe. Who calls? . 

Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid. 

RoJe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir ? 

or. Yes, Child, well both buy. 

Phone. Nay, Wort iy, that's not fair, market for your- 
ſelf —Come, Child, PH buy all you have. 

Roje. Then all 1 have is at your Service. [ Cour? fer. 

at Then muſt J ſhaft for 1 I find. Exit. 


lume. 
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Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender, you ſay. _ 
Wor Chaucks her under the Chin. 
Ro/e. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. 
Plume. Come, I muſt examine your Baſket to the bot- 
tom, my Dear. | | 
Roje. Nay, for that matter, put in your hand; feel, 
Sir ; I warrant my Ware as as any in the Market. 
Plume. And P11 buy it all, Child, were it ten times more. 
Raſe. Sir, I can furniſh you. | 
Plume. Come then, we won't quarrel about the Price,, 
they're fine Burds—Pray what's your Name, pretty 
Creature? | | 
Roje. Roſe, Sir: My Father is a Farmer within 
ſhort Mile o' the Town; we keep this Market; I fell 
Chickens, Eggs, and Butter, and my Brother Bullock 
there ſells Corn. ; : 
Bullock. Come, Siſter, haſte, we ſhall, be late hoame. 
[PFhiftles about the Stage. 
Plume. Kite ! [Tips him the Wink, he returns it.] Pretty 
Mrs. Ro/e—you have—let me ſee— how many? 
Roje. A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a Crown. 
Bull. Come, Ruo/e, I ſold fifty Strake of Barley to-day 
in half this time; but you will higgle and higgle for 
a Penny more than the Commodity 15 worth. | 
Roje. What's that to you, Oaf! I can make as much 
out of a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, I'm ſure 
—'The Gentleman bids fair, and when I meet with a 
Chapman, I know how to make the beſt of him—And 
ſo, Sir, I ſay, for a Crown Piece the Bargain's yours. 
Plume. Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 
Raſe. I can't change your Money, Sir. 
Plame. Indeed, indeed, but you can—my Lodging 
15 hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change there. 
[ Goes off, ſhe follows him. 
Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſeen one of 
theſe Huſſars eat up a Ravelin for his Breakfaft, and 
afterwards pick'd his Teeth with a Paliſado, | 
Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange things; but 
pray, Sir, what is a Rabelin ? | 
Kite, Why, 'tis like a modern minc'd Pye, but the 
Cruſt is confounded hard, and the Plumbs are ſome- 
what hard of Digeſtion, £9 
"- "= Ball. 
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Bull. Then your Paliſado, pray what may he be? 
Come, Ruo/e, pray ha? done. 
-Kite. Your Paliſado is a pretty ſort of Bodkin, about 
the Thickneſs of my Leg. 11 | 

Bull. That's a Fib, I believe. [Ad.] Eh ! where's 
Runſe ! Ruoſe ! Rue ! s'fleſh where's Ruc/e gone? 

Kite, She's gone with the Captain. 

Bull, The Captain! Wauns, there's no preſſing of 
Women, ſure. 

Kite. But there is, ſure. 

Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rune, I ſhou'd be 
ruin'd Which way went ſhe! O!] the Devil take 
your Rablins and Paliſadoes. [ Exit. 

Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted” with them, 
| honeſt Bullock, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim. 

Enter Worthy. 

Wer. Why thou art the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nature 
to your Captain; admirable in your way, I find. 

Kite. Yes, Sir, I underſtand my Buſineſs, I will ſay it. 

Wer. How came you ſo quality'd ? | 

Kite. You moſt know, Sir, I was born a Gipſy, and 
bred among that Crew till I was ten Years old, there 
I learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought from my 
Mother, Cleopatra, by a certain Nobleman for three 
Piſtoles, there I learn'd Impudence and Pimping. I 
was turn'd off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking 
my Lady's Ratafia, and turn'd Bailiff's Follower ; there 
J learn'd Bullying and Swearing. I at laſt got into the 
Army, and there I learn'd Whoring and Drinking— 
So that if your Worſhip pleaſes to caſt up the whole Sum, 
Viz. Canting, Lying, ponent Pimping, Bullying, 
Swearing, Whoring, Drinking, and aHalbert, you will 
find the Sum Total amount to a Recruiting Serjeant. 

Hor. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier: 

Kite, Hunger and Ambition: The Fears of Starving, 
and Hopes of a 'Truncheon, led me along to a Gentle- 
man, with a fair Tongue, and fair Periwig, who loaded 
me with Promiſes ; but *gad it was the lighteſt Load 
that ever I felt in my Life—He promis'd to advance me, 
and indeed he did ſo—to a Garret in the Sawoy. I aſked 
him why he put me in Priſon ; he call'd me lying Dog, 
and ſaid I was in Garriſon; and indeed, tis a Garriſon ; * 
. that 


. , 
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that may hold out till Doomſday before I ſhou'd deſire” 
to take it again. But here comes 1 Balance. 
| Enter Balance and Bullock, * 
Bal. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? 
Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to me 
with a Complaint, that your Captain has preſs'd his 
Siſter; do you know any thing of this matter, Worthy ? 
Ver. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Siſter is gone with Plume 
to his Lodging, to ſell him ſome Chickens. EPS 
Bal. Is that all; the Fellow's a Fool. 
Bul. I know that, an't like your Worſhip; but if 
you Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to bring 


Kite. J hope ſo too. 9 — 
or. Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than 
lieve that the Captain can liſt Women. 

Bull. I know not whether they liſt them, or what they 
do with them, but I'm ſure they carry as many Women as 
Men with them out of the Country. e 2 

Bal. But how came you not to go along with your Siſter ? 

Bull. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going 
than I do of the Day I ſhall die ; but this Gentleman 
here, not ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I beheve—you 
thought no harm, Friend, did you ? | 

Kite. Lackaday, Sir, not I—only that, I believe, F 
ſhall marry her to-morrow. 450% (Hide. | 

Bal. I begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Friend, but 
what did that Gentleman with you ? | | 

Bul. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a fine Story 
of a great Sea-Fight between the Hungarians, I think it 
was, and the Vila-Iriſb. 

Kite. And ſo, Sir, while we were in the Heat of Battle 
—the Captain carry'd off the Baggage. 

Bal. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your 
Captain, give him my humble Service, and defire him 
to diſcharge the Wench, tho? he has liſted her, 5 

Bul. Ay, and if ſhe ben't free for that, he ſhall have 
another Man in her Place. e | 

Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my Quar- 
ters inſtead of the Captain's. (Afide.) 

| [Exeunt Kite and Bullock. 
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Bal. We muſt get this mad Captain his Comple- 
ment of Men, and fend him packing, elſe he'll over... 
run the Country. | 

Wer. You fee, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 


ter's Diſdain. 


Bal. T like him the better; I was juſt ſuch another Fel- 


low at his Age. But how goes your Affair with Melinda? 


For. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, but I 
think, in this Age, he goes upon Crutches ; or I fancy 
Venus had been dallying with her Cripple Vulcan when 
my Amour commenc'd, which has made it go on ſo 
lamely ; my Miſtreſs has ot a Captain too, but ſuch a 

er he comes. | 
Who ? that bluff Fellow in the Saſh ! I don't 
know, him. 

Wor. ButT engage he knows you, and every Bedy at 
firſt Sight ; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were not 
his Ignorance proportionable ; he has the moſt univerſal 
Acquaintance of any Man living, for he won't be alone, 
and Nobody will keep him Company twice; then he's a- 
Ceſar among the Women, Veni, Vidi, Vici, that's all. 
If he has but talk'd with the Maid, he ſwears he has 
lain with the Miſtreſs; but the moſt ſurprizing Part of 
his Character is his Memory, which is the moſt prodi- 
gious, and the moſt trifling in the World. 

Bal. I have known another acquire ſo much by Tra- 
vel, as to tell you the Names of moſt Places in Europe, 
with their Diſtances of Miles, Leagues, or Hours, as 
punctually as a Poſt-Boy ; but for any Thing elſe, as 
ignorant as the Horſe that carries the Mail. 

Wor. This is your Man, Sir, add but the Travel- 
ler*s Privilege of Lying, and even that he abuſes; this 
is the Picture, behold the Life. 

I, Enter Brazen. 

Brax. Mr. Worthy, I'm your Servant, and fo forth, 
— - Hark'e, my Dear. f 

Wor. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company is not Man- 
ners, and when Nobody's by, tis fooliſh. 

Brax. Company! Mort de ma Vie! I beg the Gen- 
tleman's Pardon; who is he? 

Wor. Aſk him. | | 5 

Brax. So I will. My Dear, I am your Servant, 


and fo forth; — your Name, my Dear ? Bal, 


— 
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Bal. Very Laconich, Sir. | 
Brax. Laconick ! A very good Name truly 
known ſeveral of the Laconicts abroad: N 25 Jack 
Laconick ! He was killed at the Battle of Landen. I 
remember that he had a Blue Ribbon in his Hat that 
very Day, and after he fell, we found a Piece of Neat's 
Tongue in his Pocket. 

Bal. Pray, Sir, did the French attack us, or we 
them, at Landen? 

Brax. The French attack us! Oons, Sir, are you a 
Jacobite ? 
Bal. Why that Queſtion ? a 
Brax. Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that 


the French durſt attack us—No, Sir, we attack'd them 


on the—T have reaſon to remember the Time, for I had 
Two-and-Twenty Horſes kill'd under me that Day. 

Wer. Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty hard. 

Bal. Or perhaps, Sir, like'my Countryman, you rid 
upon half a Dozen Horſes at once. 

Brax. What do ye mean, Gentlemen? I tell you they 
were kill'd, all ne to Pieces by Cannon-Shot, except: 
Six I ſtak'd to Death upon the Enemies Chevaux de hea 

Bal. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name ? | 

Brax. Brazen, at your Service. 

Bal. Oh, Brazen, a very Name; I have known 
feveral of the Brazens abro | 

Wor. Do you know one Captain Plume, Sir? 

Brax. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in Vor- 
thamptonſhire ? ” Honeſt Frank ! many, many' a dry 
Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt ; you muſt have 
known his Brother Charles that was concerned, d the In- 
dia Company, he marry'd the Daughter of old To ongue- 
Pad, the Malter,jp Chancery retty Woman, onl 
ſquinted a E = ſhe dy 4 in CHIIdbd of her Fi 
Child; but che Child farviv'd, *twas a Daughter, _ 
whether *twas called Margaret or Marg 
Soul, I can't remember, ( Zooking on his ck) Buy But, 
Gentlemen, I muſt meet a Lady, a Twenty thouſand 
Pounder, preſently, upon the Walk by the Water 
Worthy, your Servant, Laconick, yours. Exit. 

Bal. If you can have ſo mean an Opinion of Melin-- 
da, as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe ought to 
give you W_ to be ſo, Wor.- 


We Recruiting Officer. 
Mor. I don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much for 
gaining herſelf a Lover, as to ſet up a Rival ; were 
there any Credit to be given to his Words, I ſhould 
believe Melinda had made him this Aſſignation; I muſt 
go ſee; Sir, you'll pardon me. [ Exit. 
Bal. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of Buſineſs— But 
what have we got here ? eh Lene 
| Enter Roſe finging. © 
Roſe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, and 
ride ſingle upon a White Horſe with a Star, upon a 
Velvet Side-{addle ; and I ſhall go to London, and fee 
the Tombs, and the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an 
pleaſe your Worſhip, I have often ſeen _ Worſhip 
ride through our Grounds a hunting, begging your 
Worſhip's Pardon—Pray what may this Lace be worth 
a Yard? | 33 fome Lace. 
Bal. Right Mechlin, by this Light! Where did you 
get this Lace, Child ? 
Raſe. No matter for that, Sir, I came honeſtly by it. 
Bal. I queſtion it much. 2 
* Rofe. And ſee here, Sir, a fine Turkey-ſnell Snuff- box, 
and fine Mangere, ſee here, [Takes Snuff affeedly.) The 
Captain learn'd me how to take it with an Air. 
Bal. O ho! the Captain! Now the Murder's out; 
and fo the Captain taught you to take it with an Air ? 
Roe, Yes, and give it with an Air too—Will your 
Worſhip pleaſe to taſte my Snuff? [Offers the Box affeted!y. 
© Bal. You are a very apt Scholar, pretty Maid. And 
pray, what did you give the Captain for theſe fine things? 
Nee. He's to have my Brother for a Soldier, and two 
or thre&pweet-hearts I have in the Country; they ſhall 
'all go with the Captain: O he's the fineſt Man, and the 
humbleft withal ; wou'd you believe 5*+.. Sir, he carry'd 
me up with him to his own Chambe., with as much 
Fam-mam-mill-yararality as if I had been the beſt Lady 
in the Land. | 
Bal. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, as can be. 
Se Enter Plume finging, | 
Plume. Put it is mo [o i 
With thoſe that go, 
T hro? Froſt and Snow, 
Moft aprepo, | 
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My Maid with the . rate 
[ Tales hold of Roſe: 
How! the Juſtice! then Im arraign'd, cond:mn'd, and 
executed. 
Bal. O, my noble Captain! | 
Roſe. And my noble Captain too, Sir. | 
Plume. *Sdeath, Child, are you mad ?— Mr. Ba- 
lance, I am fo full of Bufineſs abo ut my Recruits, that 
I ha'n't a-Moment's Time to- I have juſt now Three 
or Four People to 
Bal. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you—— 
Roſe, And ſo muſt I too, Captain. 
Plume. Any other Time, Sir,-I cannot for my Life, Sir- 
Bal. Pray, Sir— 
Plume. Twenty thouſand Things —I wou'd—but— 
now, Sir, pray—Devil take me—I cannot—I muſt— 


[Breaks away. 
Bal. Nay, Pl! follow you. Exit. 
RoJe. And I too. . , " | Exit. 


SCENE, The Walks: by the Seven Side. 
Enter Melinda and ber Maid Lucy. 

Mel. And, pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or 
Pendants, or Knots? or in what Shape was the Al- 

mighty Gold transform'd, that has brib'd you ſo much 
in his Favour ? 

Luc, Indeed, Madam, the laſt Bribe I had from the Cap- 
tain, was only a ſmall Piece of Flanders Lace for a Cap. 

Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Preſent from 
Officers to their Women, as ſomething elſe is from 
their Women to them. They every Year bring over a 
Cargo of Lace, to cheat the King of his Duty, and his 
Subſects of their Honeſty. 

Luc. They only barter one Sort of prohibited Goods 
for another, Madam. 

Mel. Has any of 'em been bartering with you, Mrs, 
Pert, that you talk fo like a Trader? 

Luc. One would imagine, Madam, by your Concern 
for Worthy's Abſence, that you ſhould uſe him better 
when he's with you. : 

Mel. Who told you, pray, that I was concern'd for his 
Abſence? I'm only vex'd that I've had nothing ſaid to 
me 10 Two Days: One 1 like the Love, and de- 


ſpiſa 
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ſpiſe the Lover, I hope; as one may love the Treaſon, 
and hate the Traitor. O ! here comes another Captain, 
and a Rogue that has the Confidence to make Love to 
me ; but, indeed, I don't wonder at that, when he has 
the Aſſurance to fancy himſelf a fine Gentleman. 

Luc. If he ſhou'd ſpeak 0'th' Aſſignation, I ſhou'd be 
r uin'd. | 222 

Enter Brazen. 

Brax. True to the Touch, faith! [4/4e.] Madam, I 
am your humble Servant, and all that, Madam? A fine 
River this ſame Seyerx—Do you love Fiſhing, Madam? 

Mel. *Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lovers. 

Brax. T'll go buy Hooks and Lines preſently ; for 
you muſt know, Madam, that I have ſerv'd in Flanders 
againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, and in 
25 angier againſt the Moors, and I was never ſo much in 
Love before; and ſplit me, Madam, in all the Cam- 
paigns I ever made, I have not ſeen ſo fine a Woman as 
your Lady 2 

Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw I never had fo 
fine a Compliment : But you Soldiers are the beſt bred: 
Men, that we muſt allow. 

Brax. Some of us, Madam—PBut there are Brutes 
among us too, very fad Brutes ; for my own part, I 
have always had the 2 Luck to prove agreeable 
I have had very conſiderable Offers, Madam— might 
have marry'd a German Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand 
Crowns a Vear, but her Stove diſguſted me. The 
Daughter of a Turkiſþ Baſharw fell in Love with me too, 
when I was Priſoner among the Infidels; ſhe offer'd to rob 
her Father of his Treaſure, and make her Eſcape with me: 
But I don't know how, my Time was not come; Hang- 
, Ing and Marriage, you know, go by Deſtiny : Fate has 
reſerv'd me for a Shropſoire Lady worth twenty thouſand 
Pound Do you know any ſuch Perſon, Madam? 

Mel. Extravagant Coxcomb ! [ 4/de.] To be ſure, a 
great many Ladies of that Fortune wou'd be proud of 
the Name of Mrs. Brazen. 

Brax. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there are Wo- 
men of very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 

| Enter Worthy. 

Mel. O! are you there, Gentleman ?—Come, Captain, 

we'll walk this Way, give me your Hand, Brax. 


- 
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Braz. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your 
Service- Mr. lier, your Servant, My Dear. 

{ Exit. leading Melinda. 

War. Death and Fire ! this is not to be borne, 

Enter Plume. 

Plume. No more it is, faith. 

Wor. W hat ? 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been 
doubly ſerving the Kin —raiſing Men, and railing the 
EO RY Elections are rare Friends to "Ow 
Exciſe 

Wor. You a'n't drunk. 

Plume. No, no, whimſical only ; I cou'd be migh 
fooliſh, and fancy myſelf mighty witty. Reaſon 25 
keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, that's all. 

Mor. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. 

Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the Pit. 

Wor. There's your Play then, recover me that Veſſel 
from that Tangerius. 

Plume. She's well rigg'd, but how is s the mann'd ? 

Wor. By Captain Brazen, that I told you of to-day ; 
ſhe is call'd the Melinda, a Firſt-Rate, I can aſſure you; 
ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on purpoſe to affront 
me; but according to your Advice I wou'd take no Notice, 
becauſe I wou'd ſeem to be above a Concerg for her 
Behaviour; but have a care of a Quarrel. 

Plume. No, no, I never quarrel with any thing in my 
Cups but an Oyſter Wench, or a Cook Maid; and if 
they ben't civil, I knock ? em down. But heark'e, my 
Friend, PlI make Love, and I muſt make Love. I te 1 
you what, PII make Love like a Platoon. 

Vor. Platoon, how's that? 1 

Plume. I'll kneel, ſtoop, and ſtand, faith; of Ladies 
are gain'd by Platooning. 

Wer. Here they come ; I muſt leave you. [Exit. 

Plume. Soh! now muſt 1 look as ſober, and as 2 
as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 

Enter Brazen and Melinda. 

Brax. Who's that, Madam ? p 

Mel. A Brother-Officer of yours, I ſuppoſe, Sir y 

Brax. Ay———My Dear. [To Plume. 

8 My Dear. {Rug and embrace. 
Braze . 
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Brax. My dear Boy, how is't? Your] Name, m 
Dear ? If I be not miſtaken: have ſeen your Face. 
Plume. I never ſaw yours in my Life, My Dear— 
But there's a Face well known, ks the Sun's; : lat ſhities 
en all, and is by all. ador d. 
1 Braz. Have you any Pretenſions, Sar ? 5 
Plume. Pretenſions 
Bræx. That is, Sir, have you ever ſerved abroad 7 
Plume. I have ſerv'd at Home, Sir, for Ages ſerv'd 
this cruel Fair And that will ſerve the Turn, Sir. 
Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, 1 ſhall 
bring a fine Spot of Work upon my Hands I ſee Mar- 
thy yonder— I could be content to PORN? with him, 
wou'd he come this Way. 12 L. 
Brax. Will you fight for the Lady, Sir? 4 
Plume. No, Sir, but: Pl] have — notwithſtanding. 
"Thou Peerleſs \Princeſs of Salopian' Plains. 
Envy'd by Nymphs, and worſhipp'd by the 2 
Brax. Oons, Sir, not fight for her.. 011 
Plume. Prithee be quiet I ſhall be out. +. 
Biaebold, how humbly does the Severn glide, 


\ 


To ęreet thee, Princeſs of the Severn Side. * wa 
Brax. Don't mind him, Madam—If he were not ſo 
old dreſs'd, I ſhou'd take him for a Poet—But Pll ſhew 
you the Difference preſently—Come, Madam—We'll 
place you between us, and now the longeſt Sword car- 


ries her. Az IDravuis. 


Mel. [ Shrieking. ] 
Enter Worthy. 


Oh! Mr. e, ſave me from theſe Madmen. 
[ Exit with Worthy. 

Plume. Ha, boy, ha! Why don't uu follow, Sit, 
and fight the bold Raviſher. 

Brax. No, Sir, you are my Man. 

Plume. 1 don't like the Wages, I won't be your Man. 
Brax. Then you're not worth my Sword. 

Plume. No! Pray what did it coſt ? 

Brax. It coſt me Twenty Piſtoles in France, and my 
Enemies 'Thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 

Plume. Then they had a dear Bargain. | 

Enter Sylvia in Max's Apparel. 

* N Save ye, ſave ye, * 89 
. Bran 
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Brax. My Dear, Pm yours Ap 
Plume. Do you know the Gentleman ? n 
Brax. No, but I will preſently——Your Name, my 

Dear ? | | | 1 tes 

Hl. Wilfal ; Jack Wilful, at your Service. 
Brax. What, the Kentiſh Wilful's, or thoſe of Staf- 
ferdſhire ? TY 33 1 
Hl. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the Viſfuls 
in Europe, and I'm Head of the Family at preſent. 
Plume. Do you live in this Country, Sir? - 
Syl. Yes, Sir, I live where I ſtand ; I have neither 

Home, Houſe, nor Habitations, beyond this Spot of 

Ground, | 5 | 
Brax. What are you, Sir? 

Syl. A Rake. | 

Plume. In the Army, I preſume. 

Syd. No, but I intend to liſt immediately—Look'e, 
Gentlemen, he that bids the faireſt, has me.. 

Brax. Sir, I'll prefer you, I'll make you a Corporal 

this Minute. | 3 
Plume. Corporal! I'll make you my Companion, you 

ſhall eat with me. 8 88 

Brax. Vou ſhall drink with me. f 

Plume. Vou ſhall lie with me, you young pos 
| 1/ES» 

Brax. X ou ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Duty. 

Sy]. Then you muſt make me a Field-Officer. * 
Plume. Pho, pho, pho! PII do more than all this, I'll 
make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet for Serjeant. 
Brax. Can you read and write, Sir? | 
Syl. Ves. Jay F 
Brax. Then your Buſineſs is done——T'll make you 

Chaplain to the Regiment. n 
Sy. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at aloſy to 

chuſe; there is one Plume, that T hear much commended, 

in Town ; pray which of you is Captain Plume ? 
Plume, Jam Captain Plume. 9 
Brax. No, no, p< Captain Plume. 
S. He day! | * r 
Plume. Ge Plume ! I'm your Servant, my Dear. 
Brax. Captain Brazen ! I'm yours—the Fellow dares 
not fight, * : 7 ( Afige. 
Enter 


* 
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My | Enter Kite. 
Kite. Sir, if you pleaſe—— {Goes to whiſper Plume. 
Plume, No, no, there's your Captain. Capt. Plume, 
your Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he miſtakes me for you. 
Brax. He's an incorrigible Sot.—Here, my Hector of 
Holborn, here's forty Shallings for you. h 
Plume. I forbid the Banns.—Look'e, Friend, you ſhall 
liſt with Captain Braxen. | 
Spy. I will ſee Captain Brazen hang'd firſt ; I will lift 
with Captain Plume, I am a Free-born Engliſhman, and 
will be a Slave my own Way—Look'e, Sir, will you 
ſand by me 2 To Brazen, 
Brax. I warrant you, my Lad. WE | 
Hl. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, (To 
Plume) that you are an ignorant, pretending, impudent 
Coxcomb. u | 
Brax. Ay, ay, a ſad Dog. . 
Syl. A very ſad Dog; give me the Money, noble 
ain Plume. 
lume. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazen / 
Sy. I won't. | | 
Braz. Never mind him, Child, ll end the Diſpute 
preſently—Heark'e, my Dear. | | 
T akes Plume to one Side of the Stage, and entertains 
him in dumb Show. - 
Lite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, I 
am his Serjeant and will take my Oath on't. 
Syl. What! you are Serjant K:te. 
Kite. At your Service. 
Syl. Then I wou'd not take your Qath for a Farthing. 
Kite. A very underſtanding Youth of his Age | Pray 
Sir, let me look you full in your Face? 
Sl. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face? 
Kite. The very Image of my Brother ; two Bullets of 
the ſame Caliyer were never ſo like: Sure it muſt be 
Charles, Charles | 
Syl. What d'ye mean by Charles? | ; 
Kite. The Voice too, only a little Variation in Efa 
ut flat: My dear Brother, for I muſt call you fo, if you 
ſhould have the Fortune to enter into the moſt noble 
Society of the Sword, I beſpeak you for a Comrade. 
S.. No, Sir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, if any 
Bodys. Ute. 
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Kite, Ambition there again! *Tis a noble Paſſion for 

a Soldier; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. Am- 

bition ! I ſee a Commiſſion in has Face already : Pray, 
noble Captain, give me Leave to ſalute you. 


1 {Offers to kiſs her. 
Sy]. What, Men kiſs one another, | 
Kite. We Officers do; tis our way; we live together 
like Man and Wife, always either kiſſing or fighting: 
But I ſee a Storm coming. 0 
Syl. Now, Serjeant, I Kall ſee who is your Captain 


by your knocking down the other. 


Fon My Captain ſcorns Aſſiſtance, Sir. | 

Brax. How dare you contend for any thing, and not 
dare to draw your Sword ? But you are a young Fellow, 
and have not been much abroad; I excuſe that; but 
prongs reſign the Man, prithee do; you are a very honeſt 

ellow. | | 

Plume. You lie; and you are a Son of a Whore. 

| (Draws, and makes up to Brazen. 

Brax. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for the 
Lady ? ( Retiring. 

Plume. I always do—But for a Man I'll fight Knee- 
deep; ſo you lie again. [Plume and Brazen fight a 
Traverſe or Juus about the Stage; Sylvia draws, who is 
beld by Kite, who found, to Arms with bis Mauth; takes 
Sylvia in his Arms, and carries her off the Stage. 

Brax. Hold, where's the Man? 

Plume, Gone. | 

Brax. Then what do we fight for? (Pats up.) Now 
let's embrace, my Dear. | : 

Plume. With all my Heart, my Dear. ( Puttin; ups) 
I ſuppoſe Kite has liſted him by this Time. ( 3 

| | Kite looks in and Jorg . 

Brax. You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with a 
Man before I make him my Friend; and if once I find 
he will fight, I never quarrel with him after wards.— 
And now 1 ll tell you a Secret, my dear Friend, that . 
dy we frighted out of the Walk juſt now, I found in Bed 
this Morning —80 beautiful, ſo inviting -I preſently 
lock'd the Door—But I'm a Man of Honour—But I be- 
lievel ſhall marry her, nevertheleſs Her Twenty thou- 
{and Pound, you know, will be a pretty m 
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had an Aſſignation with her here, but your coming ſpoil'd 
my Sport. Curſe you, my Dear, but don't do fo agen, — 


Plume. No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at pre- 
ſent. | '(Exeunt, 


The End of the Third ACT. 


ACT: BY 
SCENE, The Walk Continues. 
Enter Roſe and Bullock, meeting. 


Roſe. Wi have you been, you great Booby ? you 
are always out of the Way in the Ma ime For | 


_ 


Preferment, 

Bull. Preferment ! who ſhou'd prefer me ? 

Roe. I wou'd prefer you ! who ſhou'd prefer a Man 
but a Woman ? Come, throw away that great Club, hold 
up your Head, cock your Hat, and look big. 

Bull. Ah Roſe, .Rurfe, I fear ſomebody will look big 
ſooner than Folk think of :—Here has Cartwheel 
your Sweetheart, what wHl become of him ? 
© Rofe. Look'e, I'm a great Woman, and will provide 
for my Relations :—I told the Captain how finely he 
play*d upon the Tabor and r ſo he has ſet him wn 
for Drum-Major. 

Bull. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Place for 
me ? you know I have always lov'd to be a Og; 1 
it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot. 
Enter via. 

Sy! Had I but a Commiſſion in my. Pocket, I fancy 

my Breeches wou'd become me as well as any.ranting 
Fellow of 'em all; for I take a-bdld Step, a rakiſh Toſs, 
a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air, to be the principal 
Ingredients in the Compoſition of a Captain—What's 
here, Re/e? my Nurſe's Daughter! I'Il go and praQtiſe 
—Come, Child, kiſs me at once, {Kfes Roſe) and her 
Brother too !—Well, honeſt Dun ng fork, do you know the 
8 between a Horſe anda art, and a Cart Horſe, 
eh ! 

Bull. IJ preſume that your Worlip i is a a Captain, by 
your Cloaths and your Courage. 

Sy/. Suppoſe I were, wou'd you be conter ted to lit, 
Friend? hb 

Rafe. No, no, tho' your Workip be a hand ome Many 

ere br 


* | 
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there be others as ine as you; my Brother i is W to 
Captain Plume. 

Sy/. Plume Do you know Captain Plume? 

Rope. Yes, I do, and he e me He took the Rib- 
bands outof his Shirt Sleeves, and put em into my Shoes- 
See there I can aſſure you that I can do any Thing with 
the Captain. 

Bull. That is, in a modeſt Way, Sir.— Have a care 
what you ſay, Ruoſe, don't ſhame your Parenta 5 

Ro/e. Nay, for that matter, I am not fo ſim 
ſay that I can do any thing with the Captain, 4 bes | 
I may do with any Body elſe. 

9. So !——And pray what do you expect from this 
Canin, Child ? | 

Roe. TexpeRt, Sir I expet—But he order'd me to 
tell Nobody,—But ſuppoſe that he ſhould Prone to 
marry me? 

Ful. You ſhou'd have a Care, my Dear, Men will Pro- 
miſe any Thing before-hand. 

| x 1: I know that, but he promis'd to marry me after- 

wards 

Bull. Wouns, Ruoſe, what have you ſaid 52 

Syl. Afterwards? after what ? | 

Roſe. After I had fold my Chickens ——1 hope there's 
no Harm in that. 


| Enter Plume. | Age. 

Plume. What, Mr. Wi ful, fo cloſe with my Market 
Woman ! 

$14. PII try if he lover. {A/ide.) Cloſe, Sir, ay, 
and cloſer yet, Sir. Come, my pretty Maid, you and I 
will withdraw a little. 

Plume. No, no, Friend, I ha'n't done with her yet. 

Sy. Nor have I begun with her, fo I have as goal 
Right as you have, 

lame. Thou'rt a bloody imp pudent Fellow. 
Sy/. Sir, I wou'd all wa myſelf for the Service. 


Plume. Haſt thou really a Mind to the Service. 

Syl. Yes, Sir: So let her go. 

Roe, Pray, Gentlemen, don't be ſo violent. 

Plume. Come, leave it to the Girl's own; Choice 
Will you belong to me, or to that Gentleman? 


Riſe. Let me confider, you're both, very handſome. _ 
Plume, 
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Plume. Now the —— of her Sex be- 
gins to. work. 


Ro/e. Pray, Sir, what will you give me? 

Bull. Dunna be an Sir, that my Siſter ſhould be 
mercenerary, for ſhe's but youn 

Hl. Give Fwy Child I'll ſet thee above Scandal ; 
"8 hall have a Coach, with Six before and Six de⸗ 

d; an Equipage to make Vice fumionable, and put 
Virtue out of Countenance. 
Plume. Pho, that's eaũly done; I' do more for thee, 
Child, Plt buy you a Furbelow-Scarf, and give you a 
Ticket to ſee a Play. 

Bull. A Play ! Wauns, Ruoſe, take the Ticket, and 
let's 1 hs now. WE; * 

Look'e, Ca 1 won't reſign, PI li 

ich « Captain 1 chis — | 15 

Plume. Will you liſt with me if I give up my Title 7 

yl. I will. 

Plume. Take her, III change a Woman for a Man at 


any Time. 


Rae. I have heard before, indeed, that you Captain: 
us' d to ſell your Men. 

Bull. Pray, Coupon: do not ſend Ruo/+ to the Weſtern 
Indies. 

Plume. Ha, ha, ha, Weſt-Indies! No, no, my honeſt 


Lad, give me thy Hand; nor you, nor ſhe, ſhall move 


a Step farther than I do—This Gentleman 1s one of us, 
and will be kind to you, Mrs. Ro/e. 

Rofe. But will you A ſo ki to me, Sir, as the Cap- 
tain. wou'd ? * 

' $yl. I can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Circum- 
ſtances are not ſo good as the Captain's; but PII take 
Care of you, upon my Word, 

Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take Care of her; ſhe ſhall live 


like a Princeſs, and her Brother here hall be—What 


wou'd you be? 

Bull. O! Sir! If you had not promis d the Place of 
Drum-Major — 

Plume. Ay, that is promis d But what think you of 
Barrack-Maſter ? You are a Perſon of Underſtanding, 
and Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be. But What's become 
of this ſame Cartwheel you told me of, my Dear ! 27 
5 — t. 
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1 Roſe. We'll go fetch him. Come, Brother Barrack 
Maſter We ſhall find you at Home, noble Captain ? 
(Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 
Je Plume. Yes, yes 3 and now, Sir, here are your ah 
Shillings. 

Syl. aptain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſti ng Money; ; 
do ſerve, tis purely for Love—of that Wench I 7 
For you muſt know, that among my other Sallies, I've 
ſpent the beſt Part of my Fortune in Search of a Maid, 
and coyld never find one hitherto; ſo you may be aſſur d 
I'd not fell my Freedom under a leſs Purchaſe than I 
did my Eftate—So before I liſt, I muſt be certify'd that 
this Girl is a Virgin. 

Plume, Mr. Wi Wilt, I can't tell you how you can be 

certify*d in chat oint till you ot bur upon my Ho- 
nour ſhe may be a Veſtal for t that I know þ to the 
contrary,—l gain'd her Heart Reed by ſome trifling 
Preſents and Fro es, and knowing that the beſt Secu- 
rity for a Woman's. Heart is her Perſon, I wou'd have' 
made myſelf nent Lay that too, had not the Jealouſy 


uns of my AC Landlady interpoſed. 
91. ou only waht an Opportunity for accompliſh- 
fern ng, S her. 


Plume. Not at all; I have already gain'd my Ends, 


neſt which were = the drawing in One or Two of her 
ove Il Followers. s the prettief 
us, you are ſure 7 lifting the luſtieſt Fellows. 
Hl. Well, Sir, I am fatisfy*d as to the Point in De- 
ap- bate ;. but now let me beg you to. lay aſide your Re- 
cruitin Airs; put on the Man of Honour, and tell 
um- me plainly what . I muſt expect when I am under 
take W your Command? chiefly d 4 
| Plume. Your Uſa will e nd upon your 
| live WF Behaviour; onl ths you muſt expeRt, that if 58 your 
Vhat mit a (mall Fault, I will excuſe it; if a great one, Tl 
diſcharge you; for ſomething tells me I ſhall not be 
ce. of Wable 1 uniſh you. 
Syl. An d fomething tells me, that if you do diſc 
ou of Wme, *twill be the — Puniſhment you can inflict 
ding, were we this Moment to go upon the greateſt Dangers 
me in your Profeſſion, they wou'd be leſs terrible to . 
han to tay behind you. —-And how your Hand, this If: 
| And now you are 882 Captain. Plume. 
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Plume. Your Friend, (Kifſes her.) Sdeath There's | 


ſomething in this Fellow that charms me, 


Sl. One Fayour'I muſt beg—This Affair will make 
ſome Noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that wou'd cenſure 
my Conduct, if I threw myſelf into the Circumſtance 


of a private Centinel of my own Head—I-muſt there. 


fore take Care to be impre by the Act of Parliament, 


you ſhall leave that to me. 


5 


Plume. What you pleaſe as to that — Will you lodge 


at my Quarters in the mean time? You ſhall have Part 


of my Bed. ; Jos > 
Syl. O fye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd not 
ou rather lie with a common Woman ? $20 
Plume. No, faith, m not that Rake that the World 

imagines: I've got an Air of Freedom, which People 


miſtake for Lewdneſs in me, as they miſtake F ty 


in others for Religion.— Will you he with me? 
' $y/.. No, no, Captain, you forget Ro/e; ſhe's to be my 
Bedfellow, you know. - 1 
Plume. I had forgot; pray be kind to her. 


| [Exeunt /ewverally. 


STII: Enter Melinda and Lucy. | 
Mel. Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for a 
Woman to want a Confident: We are ſo weak, that we 
can do nothing without Afiſtance, and then a Secret 
racks us worſe than the Cholic—I am at this Minute ſo 
fick of a Secret, that I'm ready to faint away—Help me, 
K | | 
| 28 Bleſs me, Madam! hat's the Matter? 
Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover—If Sylvia 
were in Town, I could heartily forgive her Faults for the 
Eaſe of diſcovering my own. | 
Luc. You are thoughtful, Madam! am not I worthy to 
know the Cauſe? . þ ved 3 
Mel. O Lucy! I can hold my Secret no longer: You 


muſt know, t rag ny, of the famous Fortune-teller in 
7 


Town, I wentdifguis'd to ſatisfy a Curioſity which has 
coſt me dear: 'That Fellow is certainly the Devil, or one 
of his Boſom-Favourites, ne has told me the moſt ſur- 
prizing Things of my pait Life. * 

Tuc. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon'd 
ſurprizing, becauſe we know them already. Did he tell 
you any Thing ſurprizing that was to come? el. 


- 


if 
1 
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en One Thing very furprizing ; he faid I ſhou'd die I 
a Mai ley tap -e ogg 1 3 
* Luc. Die a Maid! Come into the World for nothing 
| Dear Madam, if youſhou*d believe him, it might come 
to paſs ; for the bare Thought on't might kill one in 
Four-and-twenty Hours—And did you aſk him an,, 

p Queſtions about me? =. 


Mel. You! Why, I paſs'd for you. X 4 


e Luc. So ' tis I that am to die a Maid—But the Devil 
t was a Lyar from the Beginning, he can't make me die a 


Maid—Pve put it out of his Power alre.dy. [Ad. 


dt Mel. I do but jeft, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, and 
| call'd myſelf Lucy ; but he preſently told me my Name, 
d my nality, my Fortune, and gave me the whole Hiſ- | 
le tory of my Life—He told me of a Lover I had in this = 
ty Country, and deſcribed Worthy exactly, but in nothing 
ſo well as in his preſent Indifference;—1I fled to him for 
ny Refuge here, To- day, he never ſo much asencourap*d me 


in my Fright, but coldly told me, that he was ſorry for the : 
Accident, becauſe it might give the Town Cauſe to cen- 
ll. ſure my Conduct, excus'd his not waiting on me Home, 

made me a carelefs Bow, and walk'd off: *Sdeath! I 
4 cou'd have ftab'd him, or myſelf, tas the ſame Thing 
ve Vonder he comes—T will fo uſe him! 


cret. Luc. Don't exaſperate him, confider what the For- 
e ſo tune- teller told you: Men are ſcarce, and as Times go, 
me, it is not impoſlible for a Woman to die a Maid. 

. Euter Worthy. nnn 
lia Mel. No matter. | F 


eh: Mor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I matt ſtrike while the Tron 
7 1: hot—You've a great deal of Courage, Madam, to ven- 
ture into the Walks where you were ſo lately frighten'd; 
Mel. And you have a Quantity of Impudence to ap- 
you pear before me, that you have ſo lately affronted. 
FB, Mor. I had no Deſign'to affront you, ror appear be- 
fore you either, Madam: I left you here, becauſe I had 
one I Pufineſs in another Place, and came hither thinking to 
ſur- meet another Perfon. ae e | 
Mel. Since you find yourſelf diſappointed, I hope 
on'd | 3001] withdraw to another Part of the Walk. _ 
Lr. The Walk is broad enough for us both. Ten 
walk by one another, be with bis Hat coci'd, fhe fretting 
| WET.” as 
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50 The Recruiting Officer. © 
and tearing ber Fan.] Will you pleaſe to take Snuff, Ma- 
dam? [ He offers her his Box, fhe ftrikes it out of his Hand; 
ewhil: be is gathering it up, Brazen takes her round the Waift, 
Jhe cuffs him. 'f | . * | 
Enter Brazen, 
Brax. What, here before me, my Dear! 
Mel. What means this Inſolence? | 
Luc, Are you mad! Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy ? 
[le Brazen, 

Brax. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind—#/Porthy ! odio! well 
turn'd—My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers Ends—Ma- 
dam, I aſk your Pardon, tis our Way abroad—Mr. Vor- 
thy, you're the happy Man. ih 

mor. I] don't envy your Happineſs very much, if the 
Lady can afford no other Sort of Favours but what ſhe has 
beſtow'd upon you. 

Mel. Pm ſorry the Favour miſcarry'd, for it was de- 
fign'd for you, Mr. Worthy ; and be aſſur'd tis the laſt 
and only Favour you muſt expect at my Hands.—Cap- 
tain, Taſk your Pardon [Exit with Lucy, 

Brax. I grant it—You ſee, Mr. Worthy, twas only a 
Random Shot, it might have taken off your Head as well 
as mine; Courage, my Dear, tis the Fortune of War; 
but the Enemy has thought fit to withdraw, I think. 

For. Withdraw ! Oons, Sir! what d'ye mean by with- 
draw ? 5 

Brax. L'Il ſhew you. 

Wor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Ad- 
vice has ruin'd me: Sdeath! why ſhould I, that knew 
her haughty Spirit, be ruPd by a Man that's a Stranger 
to her Pride? 

Enter Plume. 


P.ume. Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal! Don't frown fo, 
Man, ſhe's your own, I'Il tell you: I faw the Fury of 
her Love in the Extremity of her Paſſion : The Wildneſs 
of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe loves you to Mad- 
neſs. That Rogue Kite began the Battle with Abun- 
dance of Conduct, and will bring you off victorious, 
my Life on't ; he plays his Part admirably, ſhe's to be 
with him ag in preſently. 

Vor. But what ed be the Meaning of Braxzzen's 
Familiarity with her? | 28 

7 Plume. 


% ” 


in Search, & conſult the Stars; when the Affairs of Wo- 


The Recruiting Oficer. RR 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
Conſequences from the Actions of Fools :=Whim, un- 
accountable Whim, hurries em on like x Man drunk 
with Brandy before Ten o'Clock in the Morning But 
we loſe our Sport Kite has open'd above an Hour ago, 
let's away. ;  [Excunt. 
SCENE, A Chamber ; a Table with Books and Globes, 

Kite diſguis'd in a firange Habit, fitting at a Table. 

Kite. [ Riſing? ] By the Pofition of the Bioavens, ain'd 
from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial Globes, I find 
that Luna was a Tide-Waiter, Sol a Surveyor, Mercury 
a Thief, Venus a Whore, Saturn an Alderman, Jupiter 
a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant of Grenadiers ; and this 
is the Syſtem of Kite the Conjurer. 

Tunater Plume and Worthy, 

Plume, Well, what Succeſs ? 

Kite, I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor al- 
ready ; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the other 
a Major of Dragoons—I am to manage them at Night 
Have you ſeen the Lady, Mr. Worthy ? 

Wor. Ay, but it won't do—Have you ſhew'd her her 
Name, that I tore off from the Bottom of the Letter? 

Kite. No, Sir, I reſerve that for the laſt Stroke. 

Plume. What Letter? | 

Nor. One that I wou'd not let you fee, for Fear that 
you ſhou'd break Windows in good earneſt. Here, 
Captain, put it into your Pocket-Book, and have it 
ready upon Occaſion, [ Knocking at the Door. 

Kite, Officers to your Poſts. Tycho mind the Door. 
[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Door. 

| Enter Melinda and Lucy. C 

Kite. Tycho, Chairs for the Ladies. 

Mel. Don't trouble yourſelf, we ſha'n't tay, Doctor. 

Kite. Your Ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than you 
imagine. 

Mel. For what? , 

Kite. For a Huſband —For your Part, Madam, you 
won't ſtay for a Huſband. [To Lucy. 

Luc. Pray, Doctor, do you converſe with the Stars, 
or the Devil ? 1 

Kite. With both; when I have the Deftinies of Men 
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men come under my Hands, I adviſe with my tother 
l. | | | 
Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my Ac- 
count ? In | 
| Kite, Yes, Madam, and he's now under the Table. 
Luc. Oh Heavens protect us! Dear Madam, let's be 


ne, 
| Kite, If you be afraid of him, why do you come to 

conſult him ? 

Mel. Don't fear, Fool; do you think, Sir, that be- 
cauſe Pm a Woman, I'm to be fool'd out of my Reaſon, 
or frighted out of my Senſes! Come, ſhew me this Devil, 

Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent ; but when he has 
done, he ſhall wait on you: 

Mel. What is he doing? 

Kite. Writing your Nans in his Pocket-Book. 
Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray, what have you or he 
to do with my Name? 
Kite. Look'e, fair Lady—the Devil is a very modeſt 
Perſon, he ſeeks Nobody unleſs they ſeek him firſt ; he's 
chain'd up like a Maſtiff, and can't ftir unleſs he be let 
looſe—You came to me to have your Fortune told 
Do you think, Madam, that I can anſwer you of m 
own Head? No, Madam, the Affairs of Women are ſo 
uregylar, that nothing leſs than the Devil can give any 
Account of 'em. Now to convince you of your Incre- 
dulity, I'II ſhew you a Trial of my Skill Here, you 
Cacademo del Plum Exert your Power, draw me this 
Lady's Name, the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and 
Characters of her own Hand-writing—do it at Three 
Motions—One—Two—Three—'tis done—Now, Ma- 
dam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Ma'd.to fetch it? 

Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 
Mel. My Name in my own Hand-writing! that wou'd 
be convincing indeed. . SITE: 
Kite. Seeing's believing. [Goes to the Table, lifts up 
the Carpet.) Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the 
Bone, Sirrah. 'There's your Name upon that ſquare 
Piece of Paper, behold— 

Mel. Tis wonderful, my very Letters to a Tittle. 

Luc. Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like 
your Hand neither; and now I look nearer, tis nat 
Ike your Hand at all. Lie. 


% WW we we, * 
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Kite, Here's a Chamber-maid now will out- * che 


Devil! 


Luc. Look” e, Madam, they Man' t impoſe upon us; 


People can't remember their Hands no more than they 


can their Faces— Come, Madam, let us be certain, 
ü write your Name upon this Paper, then we'll compare 


'em. [Takes out a Paper, and folds it 

Kite. Any Thing for your enn. Madan 
Here's Pen and Ink. 

[Melinda «<uvrites, Lucy holds the Pager. 

Luc. Let me ſee it, Madam: tis the ſame—the very 
ſame—But Ill ſecure One Copy for my own Affairs. 

Mel. This is Demonſtration. SF-/7/2 

Kite, Tis fo, Madam— The Word Demonſtration 
comes from Demon the Father of Lies. 

Mel. Well, Doctor, I'm convinc'd; and now, pray, 
what Account can you give of my future Fortune ? 

Kite, Before the Sun has made One Courſe round this 
earthly Globe, your Fortune will be fix*d for Happineſs 
or Miſery. 

Mel. What! ſo near the Crifis of my Fate! 

Kite. Let me ſee—About the Hour of Ten To-morrow 
Morning, you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman, who will 
come to take his Leave of you, being deſigned for Tra- 
vel ; his Intention of going abroad is ſudden, and the 
Occaſion a Woman. Your Fortune and his are like the 
Bullet and the Barrel, one runs plump into the other 
In ſhort, it the Gentleman travels, he will die abroad ; 
and if he does, you will die before he comes Home. 

Mel. What Sort of a Man is he? 

Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and a Lover; ; 
2 is, a Man of very good Senſe, and a very great 

00 

Mel. How is that poſſible, Doctor? 

Kite. Becauſe, Madam —becauſe it is ſo—A Wo- 
man's Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a Fool. 

M.. Ten o' Clock, you ſay? 

Kite. Ten———about the Hour of Tea- drinking 
throughout the Kingdom. 

Mel. Here Doctor. [Oe e Money.] Lucy, have you 
any Queſtions to alk ? 

2 Oh, Madam! a Thouſaud. 

C3 Kite. 
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Lite. J muſt beg your Patience till another Timo; 
for I expect more Company this Minute; beſides, I 
muſt diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 

Luc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt ? 

Kite. Bebo, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 

| [Exeunt Melinda and Lucy. 
Enter Worthy end Plume. | 

Kite. Mr. Werthy, you were pleas'd to wiſh me Joy 
'To-day, I hope to be able to return the Compliment 
To-morrow, ; 

er. I'll make it the beſt Compliment to you that 
ever I made in my Life, if you do; but I muſt be a 
Traveller, you ſay ? 

Kite. No farther than the Chops of the Channel, I 
preſume, Sir. 

Plume. That we have concerted already, [ Knocking 
hard.) Hey day! you don't profeſs Midwifry, Doctor: 

Kite, Away to your Ambuſcade. [Exeunt Worthy and 
Plume. Y 
Enter Brazen, 

Prax. Your Servant, my Deat, ; 

Kite. Stand of, I have my Familiar already, 

Braz. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear? 

Kite. Yes, my Dear: but mine is a peaceable Spirit, 
and hates Gunpowder. Thus I fortify myſelf ; [ Draws 
a circle round him.] and now, Captain, have a care how 
you force my Lines. | 

Braz. Lines | What doſt talk of Lines! You have 
ſomething like a Fiſhing-rod there, indeed; but I came 
to be acquainted with you, Man.,—What's your Name, 
my Dear ? 

Kite. Conundrum. 

Prax. Conundrum ! Rat me, Ik new a famous Doctor 
in Londou of your Name—Where were you born? 

Ke. I was born in Aigrbra, . © 

Brax. Algebra! Tis no Country in Chriftendem, I'm ſure, - 
unleſs it be ſome Place in the Highlands in Scotland. 

Kite. Right—1 told you I was bewitch'd. 

Bram. So am I, my Dear; Iam going to be marry'd 
have had two Letters from a Lady of Fortune that 
loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Cholick, Spleen, and Vapours 


w-ſhall I marry her in four-and-twenty Hours, ay, —_ ? 
"al 
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Kite. Certainly. _ ; | 
Brax. Gadſo, ay 4 h Fes 
Kite. — Or no,— But I muſt have the Year and the 

Day of the Month when theſe Letters were dated. | 
Brax. Why, you old Bitch, did you ever hear of 

Love-Letters dated with the Year and Day of the 

Month? Do you think Billet-Doux are Hike Bank-Bills ? 
Kite. They are not ſo good, my Dear—but if they 

bear no Date, I muſt examine the Contents. 

Brax. Contents ! That you ſhall, old Boy, here they 
be both, 

Kite. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe [T ates 
the Letter.] Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conſult 
my Books for a Minute, Il fend this Letter inclos'd 
to you with the Determination of the Stars upon it to 
your Lodgings. | 

Bras. With all my Heart—I muft give him [Put 
his Hands in his Pockets. | Algebra ! J fancy, Doctor, tis 
hard to calculate the Place of your Nativity—Here :— 
[ Gives him Money.) And if I ſucceed, [I'll build a Watch- 
Tower on the Top of the higheſt Mountain in Wales for 
the Study of Aſtrology, and the Benefit of the Conundrum. 

Enter Plume «xd Worthy, [ Exit. 

Mor. O Doctor! That Letter's worth a Million, let 
me ſee it; and now I have it, I'm afraid to o en it. 

Plume. Pho! let me ſee it; [Opening the Letter.) If 
ſhe be a Jilt.—Damn her, ſhe is one There's her Name 
at the Bottom on't. 

Mer. How! Then I'll travel in good Earneſt—By 
all my Hopes, *tis Lucy's Hand. 

Plume. Lucy's) 

Mer. Certainly— Tis no more like Melinda's Cha- 
racter than Black is to White. 

Plume. Then ' tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to draw 
in Brazen for a Huſband— But are you ſure tis not 
Melinda's Hand? | | 

Wor. You ſhall ſee; where's the Bit of Paper I gavg 
you juſt now that the Devil writ Melinda upon? 

Kite. Here, Sir. | 

Plume. Tis plain they're not the ſame; and is this 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, 

| C 4 which 
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which made Mr. Balance ſend his Daughter into the 
Country? | „ 2 7 
mor. The very ſame, the other Fragments I ſhew'd 
vou juſt now, I once intended it for another Uſe; but 
I think I have turn'd it now to a better Advantage. 

Plume. But *twas barbarous to conceal this ſo * 
and to continue me ſo many Hours in the pernicious He- 
reſy of believing that Angelick Creature cou'd change: 
Poor Sylvia? 

Mor. Rich Sylvia you mean, and poor Captain, ha, 
ha, ha !—Come, come, Friend, Melinda is true, and 
ſhall be mine; Sylvia is conſtant, and may be yours. 

Plume. No, ſhe's above my Hopes— But for her Sake 

PII recant my Opinion of her Sex. 
| By ſome the Sex is blam'd without Deſign, 

Light harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as ycur's and mint, 
Sallies of Wit, and Vapours of our Wine, 
. Others the Juſtice of the Sex condemn, 
And wanting Merit to create Efteem, 
Wou'd hide their own Defects by cenſuring them. 
But they ſecure in their all congu' ring Charms, 
. © Laugh at the vain Efforts of falſe Alarms; 
Hie magnifes their Congucſis who complains, 
For none con d ftrugple avere they not in Chains. [Exeunt, 
The End of the Feurth ACT. f 


ACTI 
SCENE, Juſtice Balance“? Hove. 
Enter Balance and Scale. 

Scale. I Say, *tis not to be borne, Mr. Balance. 
Bal. Look'e, Mr. Scale, for my own Part, 
T ſhall be very tender in what regards the Officers of the 
Army; I only ſpeak in Reference to Captain Plume 
for the other Spark I know nothing of. ; 
Scale. Nor can I hear of any Body that does—Oh, 
here they come. , 
Enter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Priſoners, Conſtable and Mob. 
Conſt, May it pleaſe your Worſhips, we took them in 
the very Act, re infecta, Sir The Gentlemen, indeed, 
behavid himſelf like a Gentleman; for he drew his 
Sword and ſwore, and afterwards laid it down and ſaid 
nothing. Np 
* Gt. 
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Bal. Give the Gentleman his Sword again Wait 
you without. Excunt Conftable and Watch.) I'm ſorry, 
Sir, (To Sylvia.) to know a Gentleman upon ſuch Terms, 
that the Occaſion of our Meeting ſhould prevent the 
Satisfaction of an Acquaintance, 1 
Syl. Sir, you need make no Apology for your War- 
rant, no more than I ſhall do for my Behaviour—My 
Innocence is upon an equal Foot with your Authority. 
Scale. Innocence! have you not ſedue'd that young 
Maid? * 
Sy]. No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 
Bul. So ſhe did, I'II ſwear— for ſhe propos'd Mar- 
riage firſt, | < 
Bal. What, then you are marry'd, Child! (Ts Roſe. 
Roſe. Ves, Sir, to my Sorrow. | 
Bal. Who was Witneſs ? 
Bull. That was I—Idanc'd, threw the Stocking, and 
ſpoke Jokes by their Bedſide, Pm ſure: 
Ball. Who was the Miniſter ? | 
Bull. Miniſter ! We are Soldiers, and want no Miniſ- 
. ter—They were marry'd by the Articles of War. 
Bal. Hold thy prating, Fool— Your Appearance, 
Sir, promiſes ſome Underſtanding; pray, what does this 
Fellow mean ? 
Syl. He means Marriage, I think - but that you know” 
15 4 odd a Thing, that hardly any Two People under 
the Sun agree in the Ceremony; ſome make it a Sacra- 
ment, others a Convenience, and others make it a jeſt; 
but among Soldiers 'tis moſt ſacred—Our Sword, you: 
know, is our Honour, that we lay down—The Hero 
jumps over it firft, and the Amazon after—Leap Rogue, 
follow Whore—'The Drum beats a Ruff, and fo to Bed; 
that's all; the Ceremony is conciſe. - | 
Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo full of Paſtime 
and Prodigality.— | 
Bal. What! Are you a Soldier ? 
Bull. Ay, that I am— Will your Worſhip lend me 
your Cane, and Ill ſhew you how I can exerciſe, 
Bal. Take it. (Strites him over the Head.) Pray, Sir, 
what Commiſſion may you bear? (To Sylvia. 
Sz, I'm call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffee-men, 
Drawers, Whores, a2d Groom porters in London; = 
| To 
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I wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat bien troufſce, a Piquet 
in my Head, and Dice in my Pocket. | 
Scale. Your Name, pray Sir ? Wh 0 
yl. Captain Piuch: I cock my Hat with a Pinch, I 
take Snuff with a Pinch, pay Whores with a Pinch; in 
mort, I can do any Thing at a Pinch, but fight and fill 
my Belly. 
4 Bal. And pray, Sir, what brought you into Shrop. 
bare © | 
SJ. A Pinch, Sir: I knew you Country Gentlemen 
want Wit, and you know that we Town Gentlemen 
want Money, and fo — | 
Bal. I underſtand you, Sir Here, Conſtable 
Enter Conſtable. | 
Take this Gentleman into Cuftody till farther Orders, 
Roje. Pray, your Worſhip, don't be uncivil to him, 
for he did me no Hurt; he's the moſt harmleſs Man in 
the World, for all he talks fo. | 
Scale. Come, come, Child, I'll take Care of you. 
Sz]. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom and 
my Wife at once! *Tis the firſt Time they ever went 
together. | 
Bal. Heark'e, Conſtable. [Fhi/ſpers him, 
Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir—Come along, Sir. 
. _ [Exeunt Conſtable, Bullock, and Sylvia. 
Bal. Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spark pre- 
fently. [Exeunt. 
4; SCENE, . Melinda's Apartment. 
| Enter Melinda and Worthy. 

Mel. So far the PrediQtien is right, 'tis Ten exactly. 
\4/;de.] And pray, Sir, how long have you been in this 
travel ing Humour? 

Mir. Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what 
diſturbs our Quiet. 5 

Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which is more 
natural, may be the Occaſion of it. $: 
Wor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms in ( 
Variety, elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be fo fond of it. 
Mel. You miſtake, Mr. Vorthy, T am not fo fond of 
Variety as to travel for't, nor do I think it Prudence in { 
ou to run yourſelf into a certain Expence and Danger, 
in Hopes of precarious Pleaſure. * 
| ar. 


Nor. What Pleaſures I may receive abroad are indeed 

uncertain ; but this I am fure of, I ſhall meet with leſs 

Cruelty among the moſt barbarous of Nations than I 
have found at Home, 


Mel. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling a po 
the 


while; I iancy if we made our Accounts, we ſhou 
ſooner come to an Agreement, 

Mor. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being in 
my Debt—My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiſes, Aſſidu- 
ities, Anxieties, Jealouſies, have run on for a whole: 
Vear without any Payment. 

Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Worthy! What you owe to me 
is not to be paid under a ſeven Years Servitude : How 
did you uſe me the Year before! when taking the Ad- 
vantage of my Innocence and Neceſſity, you wou'd have 
made me your Miſtreſs, that is, your Slave—Remember 
the wicked Inſinuations, artful Baits, deceitful Argu- 
ments, cunning Pretences ; then your impudent Beha- 


viour, looſe Expreſſions, familiar Letters, rude Viſits 3 


remember*thgſe, thoſe, Mr. Worthy. 

Wor. I do remember, and am ſorry I made no better 
2 of em. ¶Aſide.] But you may remember, Madam, 

at— | 

Mel. Sir, I'll remember nothing Tis your Intereſt 
that I ſhould forget: You have been barbarous to me, 


I have been cruel to you; put that and that together, and. 


let one balance the other—Now if you will begin upon 
2 new Score, lay aſide your adventuring Airs, and * 


have yourſelf handſomely till Lent be over; here's my 8 


Hand, Fll uſe you as a Gentleman ſhou'd be. 
Yor. And rf I don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſhou'dt 
be, may this'be my Poiſon, King her Hand. 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 


Mel. Iam going to Mr. Ba/ance's Country-Houſe to 


fee my Coufin Sylvia; I have done her an Injury, and 
can't be eaſy till I've aſk*'d her Pardon. 


Wer. Idare not hope for the Honour of waiting on you 

Mel. My Coach is full; but if you'll be fo gallant as. 
to mount your own Horſe and follow us, we ſhall be glad. 
to be overtaken ; and if you bring Captain P/ame with 


BP! ar. 


you, we ſhan't have the nb Reception, 
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Wor. I'll endeavour it. [ Exit, leading Melinda, 
SCENE, The Marhket-place. 
| Enter Plume and Kite. | 4 
Plume. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, Butcher, Carpenters, 
and Fourneymen Shoemakers, in all Thirty-nine—T believe 
the firſt Colony planted in Virginia had not more Trades 
in their Company than I have in mine. 

Kite. 'The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full ; for 
we have Two Sheep Stealers among us—1T hear of a Fel- 
| low too committed juſt now for ſtealing of Horſes. 

Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons — 
Have we never a Poulterer among us ? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a very good 
one, he has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or a Turkey-- 
Here's Captain Brazer, Sir; I muſt go look after the 


Men. 


Enter Brazen, reading a Letter. 
Braz. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour—Um, 
zum, very well—My dear Plume Give me a Buſs. 
Plume. Half a Score, if you will, my Dear: What 
haſt got in thy Hand, Child:? 
Brax. Tis a Project for laying out a thoufand Pound, 
Plume. Were it not requiſite to project firſt how to get 
it in? | 
Brax. You can't imagine, my Dear, that I want twenty 
thouſand Pound; I have ſpent twenty times as much in 
the Service—But if this twenty thouſand Pound ſhould: 
not be in Specte— © | 
Plume, What twenty thouſand ? | 
Brax. Heark Tc ; X TW hifpers.. 
Plume. Marry'd | | | 
Bax. Preſently, we're to meet about half a Mile out 
of Town at the Water-ſide—and fo forth Reads. ] For 
fear I ſhou'd be known by any of Worthy*s Friends, you 
muft give me leave to war my Maſſe till after the Ceremony, 
' evhich will mate me for ever your: Look'e there, my 
dear Dog. [Shews the Bottom of the 
Letter 10 Plume. 
Plume. Melinda] And by this Light, her own Hand! 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear—Her Hand exactly? | 
'—]uft now, you ſay'? 
Brax. This Minute, I muſt be gone. $4 
I ; EO Pu. 
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Plane. Have a little Patience, and Pll go with you. 


Brax. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman coming this way, 
ow him? 


that may be inquiſitive; tis #orthy,, do you 
Plume. By ſight only. 
Brax. Have a Care, the very Eyes diſcover Secrets 


* 
Enter Worthy. 

For. To boot and ſaddle, Captain; you muſt mount. 
_ Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you won't mount. 
But I ſhall : Melinda and I are > ſhe's. 
Ws on viſit Sylvia, we are to mount and ollow ; and 
cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows what might 

be done for us both? 

Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has e 
a Parſon already. 

Wor. Already Do you know more than 12 | 

Plume. Yes, I ſaw it under her Hand——Braxzen nat 7 
ſhe are to meet half a Mile hence at the Waterſide, there 
to take Boat, I ſuppoſe to be ferry d over to the Elyſian: 
Fields, if there be any ſuch Thing in Matrimony. 
Mor. I parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe aſſur'd me 
ſhe hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolved to diſcard Luty 
for daring to write Letters to him in her Name. 
Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lucy in thĩs—1 
tell ye, I ſaw Melinda's Hand, as ſurely as this is mine. 

Mer. But I tell you ſhe's gone this Minute to Juſtioe 
Balance's Country-Houſe. 

Plume. But I tell you, ſhe's gone - Minute to the 
Water-ſide. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, Melinda has ſent Word, that you need 
not. trouble yourſelf to follow her, becauſe her Journey 
to Juſtice Ba/ance's-18 put off, and ſhe's gone to take 
the Air another Way. [To Worthy. 

Wer. How! her Journey put off 7 

Plume. That is, her Journey was a Put-off- to you. 

Mor. Tis plain, plain — But how, where, when 1 Is 
ſhe to meet Brazen ? | 

Plume. Jaſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence, — 
** 3 

r. Up or down the Water 

Thar That I don't know.. 


Wor. 


8 
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Mer. I'm glad my Horſes are ready—F7ack, get 
em out. | it 
Plume. Shall I go with you. 
Mor. Not an Inch—!I ſhall return preſently. [ Exit. 
Plume. Yow'll find me at the Hall; the Juſtices are 
fitting by this Time, and I muſt attend them. 
5 CEN E, 4 Com of Faftice: Balance, Scale, and 
Scruple «pox the Bench Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 
Kite and Conſtable advance forward. 
Kite. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen 
upon the Bench? . 8 ann 
He in the Middle is Juſtice Balance, he on the 


0 
Ri Belt Juſtice Scat, and he on the Left is Juſtice Scruple, 
and I'm Mr. Conffable; four very honeſt Gentlemen. 

Kite. O dear Sir! I am your moft obedient Servant: 
[Saluting the Conſtable] I fancy, Sir, that your Em- 

oyment and mine are much the ſame; for my Buſineſs. 


15 to apy} p; 4 in order, and if they diſobey, toknock'em 
down; and then we are both Staff- Officers. 

Con. Nay, I'm a Serjeant myſelf—of the Militia 
Come, Brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe : Suppoſe 
this a Muſket : Now I am ſhoulder'd. 

| [ Puts his Staff on his right Shoulder. 

Kite. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Con- 
ftable's Staff; but for a Muſket, you muſt put it on the 
other Shoulder, my Dear. | 

Conſt. Adſo ! that's true Come, now give the 
Word of Command. 

Kite. Silence. 

Conſt. Ay, ay, fo we will——We will be ſilent. 

Kite. Silence you Dog, Silence! 

[ Strikes him over his Head with his Halberd.. 

Conſt. That's the way to ſilence a man with a witneſs 
What do you mean, Friend? 

Kite. Only to exerciſe you, Sir. 

Conft. Your Exerciſe differs ſo much from ours, that 
we ſhall ne' er agree about it; if my own Captain had 
given me ſuch a Rap, I had taken the Law of him. 

Emer Plume. 

Bal. Captain, you're welcome. 

Plame. Gentlemen, I thank you. 

Scru. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. (Plume. 

aſcendi, 


— 
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Mr. 7 what have you to ſay againſt this Man? 
Conft. 1 have nothing to ſay againſt him, an pleaſe you. 
Bal. No! what made you bring him hither ? = 
Con ft. I don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip, © 
Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant direct 

you what fort of Men to take up ? » 

Con ft, I can't tell, an pleaſe ye; I can't read. 

Scru. A very pretty Conſtable truly—1I find we have 
no Buſineſs here. W 

Kite. May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, I deſire to 
be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for the King. 

Ba /. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, ſince na 
Body elſe will ſpeak ; we won't come here for nothing. 

Kite. This Man is but one Man, the Co may 
| ſpare him, and the Army wants him; beſides, hes cut 
out by Nature for a Grenadier ; he*s Five Foot Ten 
Inches high: he ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance the C. 
ſhire Round with any Man in the Country; he gets 
drunk every Sabbath-Day, and he beats his Wife. 

Wife. You he, Sirrah, you lie; an pleaſe your Wor- 
ſhip, he's the beft — © Pains-taking'ſt Man in the 
Pariſh, witneſs my Five poor Children, | 

Scru. A Wife! and Five Children! You Conſtable, 
you Rogue, how durſt you impreſs a Man that has a 
Wife and Five Children ? 

Scale. Diſcharge him, diſcharge him. \ 

Bal. Hold, Gentlemen—Heark'e, Friend, how do- 
you maintain your Wife and Five Children? 

Plume. They live upon Wildfowl and Veniſon, Sir x 
the Huſband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares and 
Partridges within Five Miles round. 

Bal. A Gun! nay, if he be ſo good at Gunning, he 
ſhall have enough on't.——He . of Uſe againſt 
the French, for he flioots flying to be ſure. 

Scru. But his Wife and ChAdren, Mr. Balance 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the Reaſon you wou'd ſend him 
away, you know I havea Child = Year, and you are 
afraid that they ſhould come upon the Pariſh at laſt. | 


Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Woman 
has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better maintain Five 


Children 
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Children this Year, than Six or Seven the next. That 
Fellow, upon this high Feeding, may get you Two or 
Three Beggars at a Birth. | . 
 Wif.. Toole, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no- 
thing by ſending ham away, for I won't loſe 2 2 
ing-Time, if there be a Man left in the Pariſh, 

Bal. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correction, 
V—and the Man— \ / 

Kite. I'll take Care of him, if you pleaſe. 

| g 7 Tues him down, 

Scale. Here you Cenſtable, the next—Set up that 
black-fac'd Fellow, he has a Gun-powder Look ; what 
can you ſay againſt this Man, Conſtable ? | 

Conſt. Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man, 

Plume Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt Man 
in my Companꝝ for the Novelty's ſake. 

Bal. Whatiare you, Friend ? 

Mob. A Collier, I work in the Coal-pits. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 
and the Act of Parliament here expreſſes, that we are to 
impreſs no Man that has any viſible Means of a Liveli-- 
hood. 

Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip this Man has no vi- 
fible Means of a Livelihood, for he works under Ground. f 
Plume. Well ſaid, Kite; beſides the Army wants. 


Miners. | 8 
Bal. Right, and had we an Order of Government for't, D 
we cou'd raiſe you in this and the neighbouring County Nat 
of Stafford, five hundred Colliers that wou'd run you 
under-ground like Moles, and do more Service in a Siege at 


than all the Miners in the Army. 
Scru. Well, Friend, what have you to ſay for yourſelf? ' | >, 
Mob. I'm marry'd. 


Kite, Lack-a-day, ſo am I. fo 
Mob. Here's my Wife, poor Woman. "al 
Bal. Are you marry*d, good Woman ? De 


om. I'm marry'd in Conſcience. | | 
Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child in I n 


Conſcience. len, 
Scale. Who marry'd you, Miſtreſs ? you 
Nom. My Huſband—we agreed that I ſhould call F 


him Huſband,, to avoid paſſing for a Whore ; and *. mor 
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he ſhould call me Wife, to ſhun” going for” a Soldier. 
Scru. A very 3 W pray, * will 
you take em bo 
Plume. What fay you, Mr. Kite, will you take care of 
the Woman ? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, the ſhall 90 wth to the Sea-fide, 
and there, if ſhe has a Mind to drown herſelf, we'll take 
care that nobody ſhall hinder her. 

Bal. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. [ Exit Conſt.] 
Now Captain, I'II fit you with a Man, ſuch as you 
ne'er lifted in your Life. ¶ Enter Conſtable and Sylvia. ] 
O ! my Friend Pinch; I'm very glad to ſee you. 

Syl. Well, Sir, and what then ? 

Kal. What then! Is that your Reſpect to the Beneh ? 

Sy/. Sir, I don't care a Farthing for you nor Toy 
Bench neither. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very 
impudent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier, 

Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit for a 
_— 

* 4 AWhore-maſter, I ſay, and therefore fit to 80. 
What think you, Captain? 

E I think he's a way pretty Fellow, and there- 
fore fit to ſerve, 

SJ. Me for a Soldier! ſend your own 1: 2, lubberly 
Sons at home ; Fellows that, hazard their Necks every 
Day in the Purſuit of a Fox, yet dare not peep abroad 
to look an Enemy in the Face. 

Conſt. May it pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a Woman 
at the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this Rogue. 

Y.. Is it your Wife or Daughter, Booby ? 1 raviſh'd 

em both yeſterday. 

Bal. Pray, Captain, read the Articles of War, we'll 
ſee him liſted immediately. 
lune. [ Reads.) Articles of War againſt Mutiny and 
Deſertion— c. 

Sy/. Hold, Sir Once more, Gentlemen, have a care 
what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any Vio- 
lence you offer to me; and you Mr. Balance, I ſpeak to 
you particularly, you ſhall heartily repent it. 

Plume. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one Word 
more, and I'll build a * * You. as 8 as the 

* Cieling, 
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Cieling, and make you ride the moft tireſome Journey 
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that ever you made in your Life. we” 

Sl. You have made a fine Speech, good Captain 

Huffeap ; but you had better be quiet, I ſhall find a 
ay to cool your Courage. | | 

— Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's diſ- 

H.. Tis falſe-I am deſcended of as good a Family 
as any in your County; my Father is as 
As a er your Bench, and I am Heir to T'welve hun- 
dred Pound a Year. ; a 

Bal. He's certainly mad Pray, Captain, read the 
Articles of War. | LN, 
Sy. Hold once more—Pray, Mr. Balance, to you I 
ſpeak, ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd you uſe me at 
this rate? | | | 

Bal. No, faith, were you nine, I wow'd ſend you to 
Betllam firſt, and into the Army afterwards. 

Hl. But conſider my Father, Sir, he's as good, as 
generous, as brave, as juſt a Man as ever ſerv'd his 
Country; I'm his only Child, perhaps the loſs of me 
may break his Heart. | 

Bal. He's a very great Fool if it does ; Captain, if 
you don't lift him this Minute, I'll leave the Court. 
Plume. Kite, do you diftribute the Levy-Money to 
the Men while I read. 

Kite. Ay, Sur—Silence, Gentlemen. 

1 Plume reads the Articles of War. 

Bal. Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the 
Favour of you, not to diſcharge this Follow upon any 
account whatſoever. Bring in the reft. 

Conf. There are no more, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, 
Bal. No more! there were five two Hours ago. 

Syl. *Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable let 
the reſt eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, 
becauſe, he ſaid, the Act allow'd him but ten, ſo the 
odd Shilling was clear Gains. 

All Toft How ! 

Syl. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for two 
Guineas, but I had not fo much about me; this is Truth, 
and I'm ready to fwear it. | 

Kite. And I'll fwear it; give me the Book, tis for the 
Good of the Service. Ziad. 


a Man 


Mob. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I gave him half a 
Crown to ſay that I was an honeſt Man; but now, ſince 
that your Worſhips have made me a Rogue, I hope 1 
fhall have my Money again. | 7 45, "its 

Bal. Tis my Opinion that this Conſtable be put into 
the Captain's Hands, and if his Fritnds don't bring 
four good Men for his Ranſom by To- morrow Night— 
Captain, you ſhall carry him to Flanders. 

Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed 

Plume. Mr. Kite, take the Conſtable into Cuſtody. 

Kite. Ay, ay, —Sir, [To the Conſtable.] will you 

leaſe to have your Office taken from you? Or will you 
— lay down your Staff, as your Betters have 
done before you? [Conſtable drops his Staff. | 

Bal. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Cere- 
mony in adjourning this Court—Captain, you ſhall dine 
with me. 

Kite. Come Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall filence you 
now, I believe, without your taking the Law of me. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 
SCENE, The Fields. 
Enter Brazen, leading in kucy maſt d. 


| Braz. The Boat is. juſt below here. | 
Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm. 
) Mor. Here, Sir, take your Choice. 


| Going between em, and offering them. 
Brax. What! Piſtols ? are they charg'd, my Dear? 
. Mor. With a Brace of Bullets each. | 
e Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and never 
y I uie Piſtols, the Sword is my Way—and I won't be put 
out of my Road to pleaſe any Man, 

. Wor. Nor I neither; ſo have at you. [Cocks one Piſtol. 
Brax. Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols- 
Pray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharps; 

damn it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 
Wor. Sir, if you han't your Belly full of. theſe, the 
Sword ſhall come in for ſecond Courſe. 0 
Brax. Why then, Fire and Fury! I have eaten Smoak 
> | from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir; don't think I fear 
hy I Powder, for I live upon't. Let me ſee : w akes on+.] And 
now, Sir, how many Paces diſtant ſhall we fire ? 
Nor. Fire you when you pleaſe, I'll reſerye my Shot 
All am ſure of you. | Brac. 
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5 Brax. Come, where's your Cloak ? 


- * Wor. Cloak; what d'ye mean? 


bm 
* 


Promiſe, indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of herſel 


Brax. To fight upon? I always fight upon a Cloak, 
*tis our Way —. | 
Luc. Come, Gentlemen, P11 end the Strife. [Unmaſts, 
Wor. Lucy ! take her. 
Braz. The Devil take me if I do 
Wer. And was Melinda privy to this ? 


Luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a Piece of 


Paper at the Fortune-teller's laſt Night, which I put in 

my Pocket, and fo writ above it to the Captain. 
Wor. And how came Melinda's Journey put off ? 
Luc. At the Town's-end ſhe met Mr. Balarce's Steward, 

who told her, that Mrs. Sylvia was gone from her 


. Father's, and no body could tell whither. 


Wor. Lylvia gone from her Father's ! This will be 


News to Plume. Go home, and tell your Lady how 
near I was being ſhot for her. [ Ex:unt. 


Enter Balance and Steward. 

Stew, We did not miſs her till the Evening, Sir; and 
then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was my young 
Maſter's, we found her Cloaths there; but the Suit that 
your Son left in the Preſs when he went to London 
was gone. 

Bal. The White trim'd with Silver? 

Stexw. Ihe ſame. : 

Bal. You ha'nt told that Circumſtance to any body, 

Stew. To none but your Worſhip. 

Bal. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dining-Room, 
and tell Captain Plume that I beg to ſpeak with him. 

Stew. I ſhall. Exit. 

Bal. Was ever Man fo impos'd upon ? I had her 


without my Conſent, I have conſented with a Witneſs, 
given her away as my Act and Deed—And this, 
Warrant, the Captain thinks will paſs ; no, I ſhall 
never pardon him the Villainy, firſt of robbing mee 
my Daughter, and then the mean Opinion he muſt hare 
of me, to think that I cou'd be ſo wretchedly impos' 
upon; her extravagant Paſſion might encourage her 1 
the Attempt, but the Contrivance muſt be his—1 
know the Truth preſently. 
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Enter Plume. | |; 


Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 


Gentleman Soldier? oy 'Y 
Plume. He's at my Quarters, I ſuppoſe, with the Reſt 


of my Men. 


Bal. Does he keep Company with the common 


Soldiers ? 
Plyme. No, he's generally with me, 
Bal. He lies with you, 1 preſume. 


Plume. No, faith, I offer'd him Part of my Bed,—. 


but the young Rogue fell in Love with Ro/e, and has 
lain with her, I thank, fince ſhe came to Town. 


Bal. So that between you both, Ro/e has been finely. 


manag'd. 


Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, the had no harm from 


me. 


Bal. All's ſafe, I find—Now, Captain, you muſt 


know, that the young Fellow's Impudence in Court was 
well grounded; he ſaid, I ſhould heartily repent his 
being liſted, and ſo I do from my Soul. 

Plume. Ay! for what Reaſon ? 

Bal. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he was, 
born of as good a Family as any in this County, and he 
is Heir to Twelve hundred Pound a Year, 


Plume. I'm very glad to hear it For I wanted but a 


Man of that Quality to make my Company a perfect 

Repreſentative of the whole Commons of England. 

Bal. Won't you diſcharge him W ty 
Plume, Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. 


Bal. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my intimate | 


Friend, ? 

Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing, 

Bal. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price, | 

Plume. Not- a Penny, Sir ; I value an Obligation to 
you much above an hundred Pound. 

Bal. Perhaps, Sir, you ſhan't repent your Generoſity 
—W1l you leads to write his Diſcharge in my Pocket- 
book? [Gives his Book.] In the mean time we'll ſend 
for the Gentleman. Who waits there? | 

Enter Servant, 


Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. Wilfid; 


tell him his Captain wants him here immediately. 
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Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, enquirin g | 


for the Captain. N 
Plume. Bid him come up— Here's the Diſcharge, Sr. 

Bal. Sir, I thank you Tis plain he had no hand in't. 

Enter Sylvia. | [ Afede, 

Hl. I think, Captain, you might have us'd me better 
than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing, drunken 
Crew ; and you, Mr Juſtice, might have been ſo civil as, 
to have invited me to Dinner, for I have eaten with\as 
good a Man as your Worſhip. | 

- Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of Reſpect upon 
our ignorance of your Quality—but now you are at Li- 
berty—I have diſcharg'd you. 

Hl. Diſcharg'd me! 

Bal. Ves, Sir, and you muſt once more go home to 
your Father. | 

Fyl. My Father! Then I am diſcover d—Oh, Sir, 
[ Kneeling. ] I * no Pardon. 

- Bal. Pardon! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall be 
your Puniſhment ; here Captain, I deliver her over to 
the Conjugal Power for her Chaſtiſement. Since the will 
be a Wife, be you a Huſband, a very Huſband—when 
me tells you of her Love, upbraid her with her Folly ; 
be modiſhly ungrateſul, becauſe ſhe has been unfaſhi- 
oanbly kind, and uſe her worſe than you wou'd any body 
elſe, — ou can't uſe hero well as ſhe deſerves. 

Plume. And are you Sylvia in good Earneſt ? 

$yl. Earneſt! I have gone too far to make it a Jeſt, Sir? 

1lume. And do you give her to me in good Earneſt. 

Bal. If you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 

Plume. Why then I have ſav'd my Legs and Arms, 
and loſt my Liberty ; ſecure from Wounds, Iam prepar'd 
for the Gout; farewell Subſiſtence, and welcome Taxes 
—Sir, my Liberty, and Hopes of being a General, are 
much dearer to me than your twelve hundred Pound a 
Vear— But to your Love, Madam, I reſign my Freedom, 
and to your Beauty my Ambition—greater in c beying at 
your Feet, than commanding at the Head of an Army. 

Enter Worthy. — 

Nor. 1 am ſorry to hear, Mr. Balance, that yo 
Daughter is loſt. 

Bal. So am not I, Sir, ſince an honeſt Gentleman 
has found her. Enter 
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P Mel. Pray, Mr. Balance, what's become of my Couſin. 
Olevia? + . k | ö 
Bal. Your Couſin Sylvia is talking yonder with your 
Couſin Plume. | 
Mel. And Werthy, How ! | | 
Syl. Do you think it ftrange, Couſin, that a Woman 


ſhould change; but, I hope, you'll excuſe a Change that 


has proceeded from Conſtancy; I alter'd my outſide, 
becauſe I was the ſame within z and only laid by the 
Woman to make fare of 14 that's my Hiſtory. 
Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little romantick, Couſin; but 
ſince Succeſs has crown'd your Adventures, you will 
have the World on your Side, and I ſhall be willing to go 


with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an Injury I 


offer'd you in the Letter to your Father. | | 
Plume. That Injury, Madam, was done to me, and 
ke Reparation I expect ſhall be made to my Friend; 
make Mr. Worthy happy, and I ſhall be fatisfy'd. 
Mel. A good Example, Sir, will go a great way 
when my Couſin 1s pleas'd to ſurrender, tis probable I 
ſha'n't hold out much longer. 
Enter Brazen. 
Brax. Gentlemen, I am yours — Madam, I am not 
ours 
: Mel. I'm glad on't, Sir. | 
Brax. So am I—You have got a pretty Houſe here, 


Mr. Lacenick. 


Bal. Tis time to right all Miſtakes.— My Name, 
Sir, 18 Balance. | 

Brag. Balance! Sir, T am your moſt obedient—T know 
your whole Generation—had not you an Uncle that was 
Governor of the Leeward Iſlandsſome Years ago? 

Bal. Did you know bim? | 

Brax. Intimately, Sir—He play'd at Billiards to a 
Miracle—You had a Brother too that was a Captain of 
a Fireſhip—poor Dict—he had the moſt engaging w 
with him of making Punch—and then his Cabin was ſo 
neat—but his poor Boy Fack was the moſt comical Baſtard 
—Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, a pickled Dog, I ſhall never for- 
get him, | 
Plume. Have you got your Recruits, my Dear? 

IF Bras. 
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Naß. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, 


fellow or not. 
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Brax. Not a Stick, my Dear. , . 
Plume. Probably, I ſhall furniſh you.  _, 

Enter Roſe and Bullock. "> 


and have perſuaded my Sweet-heart Car:wheel to go wil 
us; but you muſt promiſe not to part with me again. 
yl. I find, Mrs. Ro/e has not been pleas'd with her 
Bedfellow, | 42 F y 
Ry/e. Bedfellow! I don't know whether 1 had a Bed- 
Syl. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, Iwas as little pleas'd 
with your Company as you could be with mine. 1 
Bull. Pray, Sir, donna be offended at my Siſter, ſhe's 


ſomething under bred ; but if you pleaſe I'II lie witk 


ou in her ſtead. 2 
Plume. I have promiſed, Madam, to provide for this 


Girl; now will you be pleaſed to let her wait upon you? 
or ſhall I take care of her? Tat 5% 2 
Sy/. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find it 
Buſineſs enough to take care of name. 
Bull. Ay, and of me, Captain; for wauns ! if ever 
you lift your Hand againſt me, I'll deſert.— , = 
Plume. Captain Brazen ſhall take care o'that : My 
Dear, inſtead of the Twenty thouſand Pound you talk d 
of, you ſhall have the Twenty brave Recruits that I have 
raiſed at the Rate they coſt me——My Commiſlion I 1a 
down, to be taken up by ſome braver Fellow, that has 
more Merit and leſs good Fortune — whilſt I endea, 
vour, by the Example of this worthy Gentleman, t 
ſerve my King and Country at home. e 
With ſome Regret I quit the active Field, 1 
Where Glory full Reward for Life does picld; „ 
But the Recruiting Trade, with all its Train e 
Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, q 
I gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to ſtay, "= 
And raiſe Recruits the matrimonial May. [Exeunty 
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